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AWAKENINGS 


For a very long moment, Justan simply stood there, his 
gaze moving slowly from Rozlynd to the still glowing obelisk 
behind her. She started to get to her feet and he seemed 
almost to be coming out of a trance as he hurried forward 
to assist her. She ignored his outstretched hand and drew 
herself up quickly. 

““You don’t belong here!’’ she stated coldly, in a voice 
that she barely recognized as being her own. 

Justan stopped and dropped his hand, his gaze once more 
moving to the obelisk behind her. ‘‘I mean you no harm, 
Rozlynd.”’ 

She stared at him, knowing—without understanding how 
she knew—that he spoke the truth. For one brief moment, 
it was as though his mind had opened itself to her, and she 
could feel the confusing tangle of his emotions: awe and fear 
and desire, each of them struggling and failing to gain 
supremacy. 

They stood there close enough to touch, if both of them 
had reached out. Their eyes met and held, and all that she’d 
sensed in him poured into her d.A heat rose 
within her, a very different a farce C SEY 
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Prologue 


The obelisk dominated the tower room, where 
the conical roof rose to accommodate its twenty- 
foot height. It was slender, only about six feet in 
circumference at its base, and tapering slightly 
to the apex. Its four corners were smooth and 
slightly rounded. In color, it was a somewhat 
unpleasant bluish-white—an unnatural color, 
Justan thought. An unnatural color for an 
unnatural object. The strange, intricate writings 
were just barely visible as faint bluish-gray lines 
that seemed to coil into its mysterious depths. 

No one else now living knew of its existence, 
let alone its history and purpose. Long ago, the 
tower room had been securely bolted—so long 
ago that everyone else had long since ceased to 
think about the tower. It was generally accepted 
that there were structural problems that had 
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rendered the tower unsafe. 

Justan had learned of the existence of the 
obelisk at the age of fourteen, that age when, 
according to the customs of his people, he had 
become both a man and the heir to Katandi. 

Twenty years ago, he thought, momentarily 
startled at the passage of so much time. For 
twenty years, he had been stealing up here to 
stare at the obelisk, drawn to it at irregular 
intervals for reasons he no longer questioned. 

Justan was an educated man, not inclined 
to superstition like so many of his people. So, 
although the obelisk fascinated him and the 
tales about those who had once occupied the 
great keep intrigued him, he also retained a 
healthy skepticism. 

Nothing had ever been written about the 
Dammai and their obelisk. Rather, the tales 
had been passed down through the genera- 
tions. He knew that there was much room 
for distortion and exaggeration—and yet, each 
time he came here, he found himself hovering 
along the very edges of belief. There was power 
in this room—even now, with the obelisk in 
its quiescent state, the only way he’d ever 
seen it. 

The tales told by his people were of a sect — 
long since vanished into the mists of legend, 
their lives snuffed out by his ancestor, Kargan 
the Great. But the story told to Justan by his 
father was somewhat different. It was possible 
that some of the Dammai had escaped Kargan’s 
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army and fled to distant lands more than a hun- 
dred years ago. 

“If it’s true,” his father had said, his gaze fixed 
thoughtfully on the obelisk, “they will return 
someday. This is their place—and you must 
remember that.” 

But of the origins and powers of that strange 
sect, Justan’s father had known nothing more 
than the stories that circulated among the peo- 
ple. They were Medyars, just as Justan was, 
but at some point in the dim recesses of his- 
tory, they had formed a separate sect and had 
come to control all of the sprawling lands of ° 
the Medyars, from the sea to the mountains of 
Katandi. 

It was said that their powers were awesome. 
They could call forth the rains to aid the crops, 
then stave off frosts until the harvest was com- 
pleted. They could channel their powers to cure 
the sick and the lame. And it was also said 
that they could use their powers to confuse and 
defeat their enemies. 

Naturally, it was this last talent that most 
interested Justan. The secret tales told within his 
family had it that the Dammai had been defeated 
only because they had overreached their great 
powers, venturing too far from Katandi in an 
effort to punish Kargan and his insurgents who 
were hiding in the distant mountains at the bor- 
ders of the Medyars’ lands. 

Justan turned his back on the obelisk for a 
moment and walked over to the tall, narrow 
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slits in the stone wall of the tower. From here, 
he had a bird’s-eye view of his lands: the sprawl- 
ing city of Katandi, the fertile fields and small 
villages and the lower hills where gold, the great 
wealth of Katandi, was mined. 

It should have been enough. It had been 
enough for his father. But it would never be 
enough for Justan. From the day his father 
had brought him here and spoken of the long- 
vanished Dammai, Justan had believed that he 
would one day accomplish what no one after 
Kargan the Great had ever managed: he would 
rule all of the vast land of the Medyars. He had 
laid his hands on the cold obelisk and vowed 
that, with or without the powers that lay locked 
inside it, he would prevail. 

Since the defeat of the Dammai, the land of 
the Medyars had never been a peaceful place. 
With each new generation of feudal lords, the 
battles raged anew. Alliances shifted as each heir 
sought to attain the power that Justan sought, 
but none had ever managed to become king. 
Even Kargan, who had claimed the title, had, 
in the end, held only the most tenuous control 
over the other feudal lords. 

Katandi was both the largest and the wealthi- 
est of the Medyar lands, but even so, the Lord of 
Katandi was denied the ultimate power. Always, 
the others set aside their own feuds to band 
together against Katandi, keeping the land of 
the Medyars in a more or less permanent state 
of war. 
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On that day twenty years ago when he’d 
sworn that he would become King of the 
Medyars, Justan had vowed as well that he 
would pass on to his own son what had never 
been bequeathed to him. And for that reason, 
he'd never married. 

At fourteen, when girls had seemed no more 
than a minor nuisance, the vow had been easy 
enough. And later, when his position and his 
good looks had combined to guarantee a steady 
supply of willing females, he’d still found it easy 
to hold to that vow. But now he was thirty- 
four, and he was beginning to feel very strongly 
the need to produce an heir. He had several 
bastards, but the law of their people was very 
clear: only an heir legitimized through mar- 
riage could succeed him. 

In the fields beyond the city, the harvest 
would soon begin. An uneasy peace reigned 
at the moment, since all combatants had tem- 
porarily exhausted themselves and winter was 
approaching. But when spring came again, the 
battles would resume—and this time, Justan 
thought, he must be successful. 

He turned back to the obelisk and felt again 
the frustration of knowing that it might well 
hold the key to his success but would not yield 
up its power to him. 
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Chapter One 


“Torry? Where are you?” Rozlynd’s dark eyes 
searched the thick forest uneasily. She was 
always slightly nervous when they were so far 
from the village. 

Then, just as she was about to call out again, 
her brother’s grinning face appeared around 
the edge of a thick trunk. 

“Rozzie, come quick! I’ve found some—a lot 
of them!” : 

She picked up her basket and hurried after 
him, hoping he was right this time and they 
could gather the precious herbs and get back 
to the village. 

Torry pointed exultantly to the large clump 
of purplish-gray plants that grew in the damp 
shade. “See? I’m right this time, aren't I?” 

Rozlynd smiled at him. “You are right—and 
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it’s the largest bunch we've found yet. There 
should be more than enough here for Mother.” 

They knelt on the ground as she reminded 
him to pluck the tiny leaves very carefully, 
without crushing them. Crushing them meant 
a loss of the precious juices contained within 
them, juices their mother would bring out by 
cooking them slowly and carefully, then boiling 
off the water until only a slightly oily essence 
remained. In that form, it became a healing 
potion for many ailments, a potion depended 
upon by the entire village—especially as winter 
began to sap everyone's strength. 

Their mother was the village healer, a figure 
of great prominence among them, revered for 
her skills as her mother had been before her. 
And as Rozlynd herself would be one day, after 
her apprenticeship. 

Happy with their find, Rozlynd forgot about 
her fears and even stopped to pluck some tasty 
mushrooms and berries as well. Then they 
began the long trek back through the forest- 
ed hills to the valley. The day was warm and 
bright, with the only hint of fall being the 
reddening leaves of the wild blackberry and 
blueberry bushes. 

Now that they were on their way back to the 
village, Rozlynd’s uneasiness about being so far 
from safety melted away. In fact, she was even 
disposed to think kindly of Mattis—which was 
certainly a change for her. 

At twenty-four, Rozlynd was the only unmar- 
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ried woman of her age among their people. She 
had loved once, and when he had been taken 
from her nearly three years ago, she had been 
certain that she would never love again. 

But now there was Mattis, seven years her 
senior and a widower with an infant daugh- 
ter whose mother had died shortly after giving 
birth. He wasn't exactly a young girl’s dream of 
the perfect love, but he was kind—and in any 
event, she was no longer a young girl. 

Yes, she thought as they walked along, it is 
time I accept his proposal and put away my 
foolish, romantic thoughts. He is good and kind 
and his baby daughter needs a new mother. 

Besides, she should be producing babes of her 
own. As the elders said constantly, they were so 
few in numbers and only in numbers could they 
have the strength to guarantee their safety in 
this hostile land. Beyond the steep hills of their 
valley lived the Llantis, who could, at any time, 
decide to overrun them. Only their isolation and 
the lack of riches in their adopted homeland had 
protected them thus far from everything but 
occasional forays by roving bands of Llantis. 

Ahead of them, Rozlynd could see the end of 
the forest, where the steep, narrow path led 
down into the valley through rocky outcrop- 
pings that concealed many deep caverns. 

She hated this part of the journey, because 
the caverns always reminded her of the pre- 
cariousness of their life here. From the time 
the caves had been discovered, not long after 
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their arrival in this place more than a hundred 
years ago, her people had kept them stocked 
with the necessities as a refuge to which they 
could retreat if the Llantis decided to attack. 

She was lost in thought as they neared the 
edge of the woods and the beginning of the 
long, steep slope into the valley. Torry was a 
short distance ahead. Suddenly, he stopped and 
cried out. 

“Torry, what is it?” She ran toward him, then 
stumbled to a stop as she too saw what he, had 
already seen. 

For one brief moment, Rozlynd simply de- 
nied what her eyes saw before them. Such a 
horror could not be—but it was! 

“Llantis!” Torry said in a hoarse, hushed whis- 
per that drew Rozlynd to him quickly. 

From this spot, the entire village was visible 
far below them—or as visible as it could be 
beneath a spreading pall of thick, black smoke. 
Faint noises rose up to them: sharp, cracking 
sounds that Rozlynd’s benumbed brain was 
slow to identify. Gunfire! She’d never seen a 
gun because her people had none, but they all 
knew that the Llantis possessed them. A gun 
had killed her beloved three years ago, at the 
time of the last major attack by the Llantis. 

Despite the horror below them now, Rozlynd’s 
mind went back to that day. There was one 
narrow pass that led into the valley and it was 
guarded day and night by her people. On that . 
bright, sunlit spring morning, she had walked 
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out to meet Tarren, who had been on guard 
duty through the night. She was almost there 
when she heard the strange sounds—the same 
terrible noises she heard now in the village. 
Obviously, this time, the Llantis had come in 
sufficient force to make it through the pass. 

She stood there, transfixed by horror, her 
hand still gripping her brother’s shoulder. Fig- 
ures could be seen scurrying about, but they 
were too far away and too obscured by the 
smoke for her to know if they were her own 
people or Llantis. 

“Rozzie,” her brother asked in a voice thinned 
by terror, “are they killing everyone?” 

She didn’t answer for a moment—but not 
because she didn’t know. His question forced 
her to face what was happening to her people. 
In all likelihood, everyone would be in the vil- 
lage now, since it was almost dinnertime. 

Images rushed through her mind: her moth- 
er, her brother and his family, friends of a life- 
time. It was a small village and they all knew 
each other well. She couldn’t assimilate it yet— 
and she knew that she had, in any event, to 
think about Torry and herself. 

“I don’t know,” she said to her brother as she 
forced herself to consider their situation. 

Even seeing what was happening down there 
and knowing that she could do nothing to pre- 
vent it, Rozlynd had a very powerful urge to run 
down there and confront their enemy. For one 
brief moment, she had the strange feeling that 
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she could do something. But she set aside that 
irrational thought quickly. : 

They had been taught as children to hurry 
immediately to the caves, to save themselves. 
They were the last of their people and had a 
sacred obligation to guarantee the survival of 
at least some of them. 

“The caves,” she said to Torry, releasing his 
shoulder and grabbing his hand instead. “We 
must go to the caves.” 

He followed her, because he too had been so 
instructed, but she could hear his sobs as they 
scrambled along the path, taking care to keep 
hidden among the boulders. At ten, Torry was 
certainly old enough to understand what was 
happening in the village, but with the optimism 
of youth, he probably believed that the village 
would somehow survive the attack. 

They found the first of the caves. Its entrance, 
between two rocky pillars, was well concealed 
and so narrow that only a child or a small, 
slim adult like her could pass through. It was 
therefore a good choice for them. Even if the 
Llantis came up here, they'd be unlikely to find 
it, and they'd never fit through the opening. 

There were a dozen such caves, all of them 
deep and hidden, and children were taught to 
find them almost as soon as they could walk. 
Although she had not been in this particular 
one for years, Rozlynd remembered it. It was 
the deepest of them all and even had a small 
stream running through it that would provide 
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fresh water. There would also be food and other 
supplies, but Rozlynd had no desire to check 
them now. Instead, she collapsed onto the cool 
stone floor and drew the sobbing Torry close, 
trying her best to console him even as her mind 
continued to conjure up images of the horror in 
the valley below. 

Gradually, the light fry the narrow open- 
ing dimmed, and once, she even thought she 
smelled the smoke. She stared fixedly at the 
entrance, hoping against hope that others would 
appear to seek refuge here—even daring to hope 
that it might be her mother or her brother and 
his family. 

Then she recalled seeing her brother and the 
other men assigned to guard duty that day leav- 
ing the village early this morning to relieve the 
night guards. Although she still dared to hope 
that others had survived, she knew that he must 
be dead, and her mind clung to that last sight 
of him, smiling and waving to her as he hurried 
off to the pass. 

Then, in the last light of the day, she final- 
ly got up and crept to the entrance, after tell- 
ing Torry firmly to stay where he was and to 
run quickly into the depths of the cavern if 
he heard anyone approaching. At ten, he often 
challenged her authority—but he didn’t do so 
now, and even that served to reinforce the hor- 
ror of the situation. 

There was still some light in the sky, but the 
valley lay in darkness—a darkness broken by the 
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glow of what seemed to be hundreds of fires. She 

stood there staring at the flames, trying to guess ~ 
how many homes were burning and denying 

what her mind was telling her. They were all 

burning—even the large food storage buildings 

at the edge of the village, buildings that were just 

in the process of being filled with the harvest. 

There were no more sounds from below. It 
was too far for her to hear the cracklings of 
the fires, although a faint trace of smoke drifted 
through the cool night air to reach her. Had 
the Llantis gone? She could see no movements 
down there. 

Would they have killed even the old people 
and the children? How could human beings be | 
so cruel? Was it somehow the destiny of her 
people to be always hated, always killed? 

She heard Torry calling her softly and turned 
to see that he had come to the entrance and was 
staring down at the scene, his eyes huge. 

“Are they all dead, Rozzie? Is Mother dead— 
and Roge and everybody?” 

She wanted to shield him from the truth a 
little longer, but instead she nodded. “Yes, I 
think they must all be dead.” 


After a largely sleepless night during which 
she ventured many times to the mouth of the 
cave, Rozlynd roused Torry just after dawn, 
grateful that he had been able to sleep. Togeth- 
er, they went to the cave’s entrance, then ven- 
tured out and stood there silently for a long 
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time, their hands clasped. 

The village lay in charred rubble. A few thin 
wisps of smoke still rose into the clear morning 
air. Nothing moved. Even the pens that had 
held the village’s small herds of cattle and sheep 
were empty. The stables too were burned, and 
there was no sign of their few horses. 

“It’s all gone,” Torry said at last in a voice that 
belonged to a much younger child. 

Rozlynd nodded, thinking of his use of the 
word “it” instead of “they” and wondering if 
that meant he hadn’t yet accepted that not only 
was the village gone, but all the people as well. 

She moved farther from the mouth of the 
cave and scanned the rocky hillside, seeking 
out the entrances to the other caves. She’d been 
telling herself all through the long night that 
others might have survived as well by hiding 
in the caves. 

But now, as she stared at the empty land- 
scape, she knew that could not have been the 
case. If anyone else had survived, they would be 
out here now as she was, or on the path down 
to the ruined village. 

Still, she was reluctant to relinquish that last, 
faint hope. She turned to her brother. “Torry, I 
want you to Stay here while I go to check the 
other caves.” 

“No!” He said, tightening his grip on her hand. 
“I want to stay with you, Rozzie—please!” 

She gently withdrew the hand that he was 
clutching painfully and hugged him instead. She 
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understood. He might not have fully accepted 
that all the others were dead, but he still felt 
an instinctive need to stay close to her now. 

So they began their slow descent, pausing at 
each cave to check for other survivors. When 
they had searched the last cave in vain, Rozlynd 
once again tried to persuade him to stay there 
while she went on to the village. But once again, 
he refused, clinging to her desperately. She put 
her hands on his shoulders and stared hard 
at him. 

“Torry, do you understand what we may find 
there?” 

Tears spilled out onto his cheeks as he nod- 
ded slowly. “Dead people—like Pappa.” 

“Not exactly like Pappa. He died peacefully, 
because he was sick. This will be much worse.” 

“I want to stay with you.” 

So they made their way, hand in hand, into 
the village. Some fires were still smoldering and 
traces of smoke wafted about in the morning 
breeze. A heavy, ugly stench hung over the vil- 
lage. It seemed so wrong that the sun should 
have arisen on a beautiful day when nothing 
but horror lay all around them. 

For several dazed hours, they wandered 
around the only home they'd ever known. 
More than three hundred people had lived 
here—and now there were none. The first of 
the bloody bodies they encountered left them 
both sick, but after a time, their benumbed 
brains simply refused to react. One or the other 
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of them would from time to time call out a name 
as they recognized a body, but their voices were 
hollow and lifeless. 

Of her own family, Rozlynd found not a trace. 
Most of the people, it seemed, had been burned 
to death inside their homes, probably kept there 
by gun-wielding Llantis. The snug little cottage 
that had been her home all her life was reduced 
to heaps of charred rubble. They saw not one 
recognizable thing as they stared at it. 

With the midday sun beating down on them, 
they trudged slowly back up the path to the 
caves. By the time they reached the one that 
had sheltered them the night before, they were 
both exhausted and fell asleep on the piles of 
blankets they'd found among the supplies. 

The sun was setting by the time they awoke 
to relive the horror anew. They held each other 
and cried, as they had not done earlier, and 
then, driven by hunger, they dug into the food 
stores and ate without pleasure, but with very 
great need. After that, they left the cave and sat 
on the rocks to watch as twilight crept across 
the land, mercifully obscuring the devastation 
below. 

“What will we do?” Torry asked after a long 
silence. “Where will we go?” 

And Rozlynd gave the answer that was only 
then forming in her mind. “We will go home.” 

Torry nodded silently. He knew what she 
meant. This valley was not their home. Their 
true home lay many miles away to the east, 
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across hills and across the sea and deep in 
other hills: the land of the Medyars, home to 
her people, the Dammai. 


Just after dawn the next day, Rozlynd and 
Torry left the valley. They did not look back. 
Rozlynd told her brother that they must re- 
member what had been, not what was now. 
Unable to risk building funeral pyres, as was 
the custom of her people, Rozlynd had knelt 
in front of the cave, with Torry at her side, and 
said the words of remembrance for all, and then 
the special words for her family. 

Then they gathered the supplies and went 
deep into the cave that had sheltered them. 
There was a rear opening to a steep, precipi- 
tous path that would carry them out of the 
valley. She chose this much more difficult way 
because she feared that the Llantis might still 
be in the pass—or near it. 

Their descent was long and difficult. The path 
itself was steep and tortuous and their way 
was made even harder by the heavy burdens 
they both carried. They had brought along as 
much food as they could carry, a change of 
clothing for each of them—and the gold that 
had been stored in the cave long ago for just 
such an eventuality, gold that her people had 
brought with them when they fled the land of 
the Medyars. 

- ‘Torry also carried his favorite toy, a small 
wooden puzzle made for him by his father. 
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Rozlynd had her precious lythra, the instru- 
ment that had been passed down to her by 
her grandmother, since her mother had had no 
musical talents. Both these items had been with 
them when they had gone to gather herbs, since 
it was their custom to carry them wherever they 
went. 

The final item they carried was almost as 
precious as the gold: a carefully drawn map, 
made by one of the few who had escaped the 
slaughter of their people in the land of the 
Medyars over a hundred years ago. It was 
drawn on oiled skin and had been stored in 
the cave in a leather cylinder, and it showed 
the route the fleeing Dammai had taken from 
their ancestral home to the valley. Rozlynd had 
studied it carefully and knew that they must 
travel due east until they reached the port city 
of Halifa. 

She also knew that this first part of their 
long journey must be the most dangerous. If 
they encountered any Llantis, they would sure- 
ly be captured, and most probably would be 
killed on the spot. Not only did they not speak 
the Llantis’ tongue, but their very appearances 
would give them away. The Llantis were a fair- 
haired, light-skinned people, while Rozlynd and 
Torry were black-haired and olive-skinned. 

She took it as a sign of good fortune that 
the weather had turned much cooler, thereby 
allowing them to wear cloaks with hoods that 
could disguise them to some extent. But she 
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knew that they could never survive close scru- 
tiny by their enemy. 

She hoped that they would be safe enough 
in the port of Halifa. The stories she’d heard 
indicated that it was a crossroads for many 
different peoples, although it was a Llantis city. 
There she intended to use some of her gold to 
purchase their passage across the sea to the 
land of the Medyars. 

Throughout the long day’s journey, Rozlynd 
did not allow herself to think about what might 
happen when they finally reached their ancient 
homeland. But when night came and they made 
camp, she sat awake long after Torry had fallen 
asleep and thought about their distant home. 

According to the old stories, the Medyars had 
always been a warlike people, and they had 
always coveted the home of the Dammai—a 
thriving walled city called Katandi. After many 
years and many battles, their enemies had final- 
ly conquered them and captured Katandi. Then 
they had killed all the Dammai: women, chil- 
dren and old people as well, showing no mer- 
cy—just as the Llantis had done. But a small 
band of Dammai had managed to escape and 
had fled across the sea to the isolated valley 
where Rozlynd had been born. 

What little Rozlynd knew about her people’s 
history had come mostly from her grandfather's 
stories. In the village school, their teachers had 
given the matter short shrift. They were here 
now and the past was of no importance because 
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they could not return to it. 

But her grandfather had talked once of Dam- 
mai magic, although when she had pressed 
him with questions, he had uncharacteristically 
become quiet, shaking his gray head back and 
forth and muttering that “all that was past”. And 
later, when Rozlynd had asked her mother what 
he’d meant by Dammai magic, her mother had 
shrugged it off as the nonsensical ravings of 
an old man, even though her grandfather had 
seemed quite lucid to her. 

She didn’t believe in magic, since she’d never 
seen it. But when he'd spoken of it that one 
time, she'd felt something strange inside her— 
a sort of yearning. And she felt it again now, 
as she sat in the darkness with Torry snoring 
softly at her side. It was a yearning for a com- 
pleteness, a wholeness—a sense that she was as 
yet somehow incomplete. 

She dismissed those thoughts with a shake of 
her dark head. It was natural enough for her 
to be feeling that now, when she’d lost every- 
thing but Torry. Not a moment passed when 
she didn’t think about the fact that the two of 
them were now the last of their people. 

What would they find when they reached the 
land of the Medyars? Would they be able to fit in 
without drawing attention to themselves? Sure- 
ly they could; they were Medyars themselves, 
after all, and they spoke the same tongue. But 
what did it mean that she was also Dammai? 
It was a question she’d asked many times as 
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a child, but she’d never received a satisfactory 
answer. 

“We're Medyars,” her mother and her teach- 
ers had told her. 

“But then why do we call ourselves Dammai?” 
Rozlynd had persisted. 

“Because we do,” was the frustrating answer, 
generally followed by an exhortation to get back 
to her studies. 

Years had passed since Rozlynd had given 
any thought to that question. No one else had 
ever seemed to care. But then, she thought sad- 
ly, no one else has ever faced what we face now. 
How she wished she knew more about what it 
meant to be not just Medyar, but Dammai. 

Torry began to cry softly in his sleep and she 
lay down beside him and drew him into her arms 
to comfort him, even as silent tears coursed 
down her own cheeks. Whatever it meant to 
be Dammai, she and Torry were now the only 
ones left. 


The journey to Halifa took ten days, and for 
most of that time, they were forced to forage 
for food. They ate wild fruits and berries for the 
most part, although from time to time, Rozlynd 
was able to catch small fish with her bare hands 
and then prepare them with the knife she had 
taken from among the supplies in the cave. 

Several times, they passed close to villages 
where she could have purchased food, but she 
would not risk any contact with the Llantis, 
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especially in this region where they might well 
know of her people. It was possible—even like- 
ly—that those who had murdered her people 
came from some of these villages. 

Halifa came as a shock to them, even though 
Rozlynd had known that it was much bigger 
than her village. But its size, while daunting, 
was also providential. In its twisted, narrow 
streets, she found people of many races, speak- 
ing a variety of tongues. 

They walked along, listening for any who 
might speak the language of the Medyars, 
even though that land was far away across 
the sea. Rozlynd was initially terrified of the 
many glances cast her way—particularly from 
the men—but after a time, she began to realize 
that they were looking upon her with desire, 
and not with suspicion. She knew that she was 
considered by her own people to be beautiful, 
but Dammai men did not behave this way—at 
least not in her small village where everyone 
had known everyone else from birth. 

The size of many of the buildings was. intim- 
idating, but after studying them carefully, she 
figured out which ones were inns, then spent 
~ more time studying them. Finally, she settled on 
a smaller inn, choosing it because the proprietor 
was a dark man with a kindly face. Hoping that 
he might be Medyar himself, she approached 
him and asked for a room. . 

‘The man studied her and Torry carefully as 
Rozlynd stood there trying not to let her fear 
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show. It was the first time in her life that she'd 
ever spoken to a stranger, since there were no 
strangers in her small village. 

Then the man repeated the word for “room” 
in her language and said “Medyar” question- 
ingly. Rozlynd nodded and smiled, even as a 
frightening thought occurred to her. She had 
never considered the possibility that her peo- 
ple, whom she knew to be warlike, might be 
enemies of the Llantis. The elders had always 
said that the Llantis who periodically attempted 
to raid their village were doing so only because 
of their belief that her people had wealth—but 
what if they’d been wrong? 

She drew two gold coins from her purse and 
handed them to the man. He took them and 
studied them, and then, to her surprise, placed 
one between his teeth and bit into it. When he 
saw the look on her face, he spoke rapidly in his 
own tongue, and then, to her very great relief, 
smiled at them and returned one to her. 

Then he led them up the stairs. Rozlynd had 
never seen a house with stairs before. In fact, 
the only stairs she’d ever seen were narrow ones 
that led to the hayloft in the stables. Torry ran 
excitedly ahead of them, and Rozlynd thought 
about the wonderful resilience of children. He 
might be crying himself to sleep at night, but 
he could still laugh and play. 

In a halting conversation with the innkeeper, 
she discovered that while he was not Medyar, 
he had on occasion encountered them and so 
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spoke a little of their language. She managed 
to make him understand that she wished to 
purchase passage on a ship bound for that land, 
and he told her that he would make inquiries 
for her. 

The next morning, feeling much refreshed by 
a bath and good, solid food, Rozlynd sought out 
the innkeeper again. He told her that there was 
a trading ship now taking on supplies in the 
harbor before crossing to Tazged, the main port 
of the Medyars. The captain was not Medyar, 
but did speak the language, since he traded 
regularly with them, and he would be pleased 
to offer them passage. With words and gestures, 
the innkeeper managed to let her know that he 
trusted the man to carry them safely to their 
destination. 

After being told that the captain would come 
to the inn that evening to make the arrange- 
ments, Rozlynd left with Torry to explore the 
town. She wanted to buy them some clothes 
and also food for the voyage, since she didn’t 
know if that would be provided. 

For the first time since they'd left their vil- 
lage, Rozlynd began to relax. The kindness of 
the innkeeper had dispelled her fears that they 
might be facing enemies here. She supposed 
that in port cities like this, where so many 
different people came together, the residents 
must be far more tolerant, especially when their 
livelihoods depended upon maintaining that 
peace. 
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The only time she felt at all fearful was when 
they passed a pair of uniformed Llantis, carrying 
strange-looking things that Rozlynd knew must 
be guns. Both men stared at her and seemed 
about to speak, when there were sudden shouts 
from a nearby market stall. They turned their 
attention in ihat direction, and a moment later 
grabbed a ragged young man whose pockets 
had been stuffed with jewelry made of gold and 
colored beads. She grabbed Torry’s hand and 
they quickly slipped away through the crowd 
that had gathered. 

The marketplace was a garden of delights. 
She had never seen so much food, cloth, jewelry 
and strange items whose purposes she could 
not guess. And she quickly discovered that bar- 
gaining over prices was carried on quite effi- 
ciently despite language difficulties. Obvious- 
ly, the vendors here were accustomed to such 
things. 

She studied the amounts of gold exchanging 
hands for various items and began to form 
a sense of how much to pay for the things 
she wanted. No one had used gold in the 
village. Food and other basic necessities had 
been shared among them, and they had sim- 
ply traded for whatever else they wanted. 

Finally, she managed to purchase comfort- 
able, loose-fitting garments for them both, as 
well as bolts of cloth from which she could 
make more clothes during the voyage. She 
bought Torry a few toys and treated herself 
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to a small pot of herbal scent that was lovelier 
than anything she'd ever smelled before. 

She continued to draw interested looks from 
the men, but since they did nothing more than 
stare, Rozlynd ignored them. But then, as they 
were making their way back to-the inn, she 
became aware of one man in particular. Like 
her and Torry, he was dark-haired and olive- 
skinned. As soon as her eyes met his, he hurried 
through the crowd to her. 

“Are you Medyar?” He asked in an accented 
form of her own language that was still quite 
understandable. 

“Yes,” she replied cautiously. “Are you?” 

He was indeed. His name was Morvath, and 
as it turned out, he was a sailor on the very ship 
that was to carry her to her destination. He was _ 
a few years younger than she was and was very 
open and friendly. But he was also very curious, | 
both about her accent and about her reason for 
being here. 

Unprepared for such an encounter, Rozlynd 
was forced to make up a story on the spot. She 
told him that she and her brother had accom- 
panied her husband on a trading mission to 
Halifa, but her husband had been killed by brig- 
ands as he left a tavern, and now she was going 
home to Katandi. 

“Katandi?” The sailor looked puzzled. “I’m 
surprised that a merchant from Katandi would 
come all this way.” 

Rozlynd quickly amended her tale to explain 
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that her husband was from Tazged,-but that 
she herself was from Katandi. And even as she 
spoke, she began to make small adjustments to 
her speech, trying to imitate his accent. 

He walked with them back to the inn. Rozlynd 
deflected any further questions about herself by 
asking about his travels, a subject he quickly fell 
into. Then he left them to return to his ship, 
saying that he would see them tomorrow when 
they sailed. 

That evening, Rozlynd met the captain, a great 
bear of a man with intelligent, twinkling eyes 
who quickly took to Torry, since he had a son 
his age. He spoke the Medyar tongue fairly well, 
and it quickly became obvious that he’d heard 
about them from Morvath, since he knew she 
was bound for Katandi. 

“You should be safe enough traveling up 
there now,” he said. “Lord Justan appears to 
have given up fighting for the time being. But 
there’s no doubt that he'll start up again in the 
spring. He won't stop until he gets his way and 
becomes King of the Medyars.” 

He chuckled and shook his head slowly. “A 
very proud warrior, that Justan. But then he 
comes from a long line of them, doesn’t he? It 
was one of his ancestors that drove the Dammai 
out of Katandi, wasn’t it? Or that’s what the old 
stories say.” 

It was all Rozlynd could do not to react to his 
mention of her people. But she merely nodded 
and agreed with the captain, then returned to 
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her room, leaving Torry to play for a time with 
the innkeeper’s son. 

For the first time, she began to doubt the 
wisdom of this journey she’d undertaken with 
so little thought. How she wished she knew 
more about the history of her people! And as 
she sat there thinking about what lay ahead, a 
traitorous thought crept into her mind. 

What if her people’s history had been delib- 
erately forgotten? Thinking about it now, she 
couldn’t help wondering if the Dammai who'd 
fled from Katandi might not have made a deci- 
sion to shed their past. But why would they 
do that? 

She thought too about this Lord Justan. From 
what the captain had said, they would be going 
to a Katandi that was anything but peaceful— 
and furthermore, was ruled by a man whose 
ancestors had murdered her own people. 

She hoped that there would be some way 
she could gain more information during the 
long voage from the friendly Morvath. But it 
wouldn’t be easy to do without revealing her 
own ignorance. If only she’d had more time to 
come up with a different story for herself and 


Torry. 


35 


Chapter Two 


“Maybe you're bringing us luck,” Morvath 
grinned as he settled down beside her on 
the deck, where she was busy sewing a new 
tunic for Torry, who was off somewhere with 
the captain. 

“What do you mean?” Rozlynd asked. It was 
the first opportunity she’d had to exchange more 
than a few words with him since they’d set sail 
two days ago. 

He gestured to the blue-gray sea and the bright 
blue sky overhead. “The weather. It can be rough 
at this time of year, but Cap’n says he thinks it'll 
be an easy crossing.” 

She smiled. “I doubt that I had anything to do 
with it—but I’m glad for it.” The ship that had 
seemed so huge in port had begun to seem small 
indeed in the unnerving vastness out here. 

“I just thought that being as you're from 
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Katandi, you might have a bit of Dammai 
blood in you. They’re supposed to have been 
able to make the weather, weren't they?” 

“That’s what the tales say,” she replied in a 
voice far calmer than her thoughts. 

“Do you think the stories about them were 
true—that they really were sorcerers?” Morvath 
asked. 

Rozlynd was grateful for the fact that he 
couldn’t see her face at the moment as they 
sat side by side. Sorcerers? Her people? A 
chill swept through her as she recalled her 
grandfather’s words that time about “Dammai 
magic”. 

“I don’t know,” she replied. “I’ve heard the 
stories, of course, but—” She let her voice trail 
off. 

“Well, I guess we'll never know, will we?” 
Morvath went on. “Since old Kargan killed them 
all. And they couldn’t have been that powerful if 
they let themselves get killed, could they?” 

Rozlynd decided to take a risk. “There were 
stories that some of them escaped,” she said 
casually. 

He looked at her in surprise. “I never heard 
that. Well, if they did, they’d better stay away 
from Katandi, or Lord Justan’ll finish what his 
ancestor started.” 

Then he got up reluctantly as someone called 
his name. “Never a minute’s rest,” he said rue- 

_ fully as he left her to join some of his mates. 

Rozlynd’s fingers continued to stitch nimbly, 


38 


Awakenings 


but her mind was totally cénfused. Sorcerers? 
Was it possible? She was both repulsed by the 
idea and yet strangely attracted to it. She let 
herself consider it for a few moments, then 
thrust it aside. What difference did it make 
now? Even if her people had been sorcerers, 
she certainly wasn't. 

But that chill returned as she thought about 
Morvath’s parting remark about this Lord Jus- 
tan, the current ruler of Katandi. What did it 
mean, really, to be a lord? She knew that the 
Llantis had rulers, but her own people had had 
none. Decisions affecting them all were made at 
meetings where anyone could speak his or her 
mind freely. There had sometimes been argu- 
ments, but eventually, they'd all agreed. 

It frightened her to think that she was now 
irrevocably bound for a place where one man 
ruled—especially since that man was the de- 
scendant of the one who had killed her people. 


Two weeks after they set sail, the ship entered 
the wide harbor of Tazged.. The Captain said 
they'd made record time, thanks to fair weath- 
er and favorable winds. Rozlynd had learned 
nothing more from Morvath, since she feared 
asking too many questions. Instead, she occu-— 
pied herself with listening carefully to his pro- 
nunciations and then imitating them. In the 
evenings in theirsmall cabin, she taught Torry 
to change his speech as well. 

She told him nothing of what she’d learned 
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from Morvath, but cautioned him regularly 
about not mentioning that they were Dammai. 
He accepted this as children are wont to do, no 
doubt believing it to be just another of those 
incomprehensible adult behaviors. And in any 
event, he was far too busy becoming a sailor, 
having decided on the first day of their voyage 
that that’s what he wanted to be. 

Like Halifa, Tazged was a teeming throng 
of humanity. But unlike Halifa, the dominant 
tongue here was Medyar and most of the peo- 
ple were, like Torry and Rozlynd, dark of hair 
and skin. 

She wanted to feel at home in this place, 
but Morvath’s revelations were weighing heavi- 
ly upon her even though they were not yet in 
Katandi. Still, it was a homecoming, and she 
refused to let her fears completely destroy that 
pleasure. 

As they made their way through the crowds 
in search of an inn, Rozlynd saw from time to 
time a particular set of features that instantly 
reminded her of someone from her village. A 
boy about Torry’s age scampered past them and 
she heard Torry’s sharply indrawn breath. The 
child had reminded them both of one of Torry’s 
playmates. She hugged him. 

“There will be new friends when we get to 
Katandi. I know they can’t really replace the 
ones you lost, but it will help.” 

He nodded solemnly, but she knew her words 
were inadequate. It seemed to her that neither 


40 


Awakenings 


of them had as yet faced up to the true magni- 
tude of their loss—and their aloneness. 

She chose another small inn and this time 
was grateful that the innkeeper wasn’t quite 
so friendly, since she didn’t want to have to 
answer questions. She’d been unable to ask 
either the captain or Morvath to recommend 
a place, since she’d told them she’d lived here 
with her nonexistent husband. 

They stayed in Tazged for three days. The 
weather had become much colder, with a hint 
of winter to come. On her first day in the port 
city, she found a dressmaker who could quickly 
outfit them both with winter clothing, and she 
purchased good boots as well. Then she went to 
a stable to inquire about purchasing horses. 

When she told the proprietor that they were 
going north to Katandi, he immediately recom- 
mended that they join a caravan rather than 
attempt the journey on their own. 

“Is the trip dangerous?” she asked, recalling 
Morvath and the captain’s statements about 
Lord Justan and his wars. 

“The first part could be, miss,” the man nod- 
ded. “There’s groups of highwaymen on the road 
and the soldiers who're supposed to keep them 
away are naught but thieves themselves. You 
should find a caravan to Gednay at least. After 
that, you could travel alone well enough. Then 
youll be in Lord Justan’s lands and he don't 
let them get away with it. When his men catch 
them, they string them up alongside the road 
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as a warning to others. A right good man, that 
Lord Justan. There’s lots of us would like to see 
him king.” 

The man promised to make some inquiries 
about a caravan to Gednay. Rozlynd thanked 
him and left, mulling over this latest bit of news 
about Lord Justan. Hanging robbers seemed 
a bit drastic to her, but it was clear that the 
stableman approved. Crime had been almost 
nonexistent in her village, though, and when 
it had occurred, the culprit was dealt with by 
his family. 


The stable owner found them a caravan, and 
on a raw, cloudy day, Rozlynd and Torry set 
out on the final leg of their long journey. 
There were several groups from Katandi in 
the caravan, but Rozlynd remained separate 
from them. She had no idea how big Katandi 
was, and feared that they might ask questions 
she couldn’t answer. 

The land changed quickly from broad plains 
to rolling hills with still higher mountains in 
the distance: mountains so tall they seemed to 
touch the sky. And the weather grew ever cold- 
er. One day, there was even a slight sprinkling 
of snow that frosted the forest floor and shady 
crevasses between rocks. 

Gednay turned out to be a village not much 
larger than the one they had once called home, 
and after resting there for a day, the pair set out 
alone for Katandi. The innkeeper assured her 
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they would be safe, repeating what the stable 
owner in Tazged had said about Lord Justan’s 
brand of justice. 

The road was deserted as they rode north into 
a cold wind blowing down from the jagged peaks 
ahead of them, and when the sun appeared brief- 
ly in the afternoon, they saw that the highest of 
the peaks had snow at their crests. 

They stopped that night in a small, tidy village, 
where they found a widow who took in guests. 
She seemed as glad for the company as for the 
coin, and after plying them with more food 
than they could possibly eat, she talked about 
the incessant wars that had already robbed her 
of her husband and her eldest son. 

“Lord Justan’s a different man from his 
father,” the woman said, shaking her head. 
“A good man in many ways, but he’s not about 
to rest until he’s king. My Padric said that he 
even took a vow not to marry ’til he wears the 
crown. He wants to give his son more than he 
has, you see.” 

Rozlynd had told her that her grandmother 
was originally from Katandi, and since she her- 
self was now a widow with a young brother to 
care for, she had decided to return there in the 
hope of finding relatives. 

“My grandmother told me stories about Ka- 
tandi,” she told her hostess. “The ones I remem- 
ber best were about the Dammai. I guess I 
remember them because she said they were 
sorcerers.” 
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“Aye, so I've heard,” the older woman nod- 
ded. “I remember those stories from my own 
grandmother, but I never put much stock in 
them. They were just stories of the kind you 
tell the wee ones: elves and such like.” 

Rozlynd had to restrain a smile at that. She 
wondered what the woman would say if she 
knew that she was talking to one of them, albeit 
one who knew nothing of sorcery. 

Still, it now seemed clear to her that the 
Medyars had believed her people to possess 
strange powers. The woman repeated the tales 
that Morvath had told about bringing the rain 
and the sun and holding back the frost until 
the harvest was complete. And she added to 
those stories about strange powers of healing 
as well. 

As she lay in bed that night, Rozlynd thought 
that at some point in the future, she could sure- 
ly find a way to learn all about her people. She 
would have to be careful, of course, but surely 
in Katandi itself, there would be opportunity. 

The next day on the road, they came upon a 
grisly sight that proved the truth about Lord 
Justan’s way of dealing with robbers. Two 
bodies dangled from a tree at the side of the 
road. They'd apparently been there for some 
time, since she smelled them even before she 
saw them. She hurried them both along. Death 
was something they'd both seen too much of 
already. 

Rozlynd hadn’t really doubted what she’d 
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been told, but this ugly evidence served to 
remind her that she was now in the land of a 
cruel, warlike man who would almost certainly 
kill them if he knew who they were. 

Shortly after they passed the dangling bodies, 
they came upon a small group of soldiers head- 
ed in the opposite direction. As the men came 
to a halt just ahead of her, cold terror coursed 
through her veins. She’d been told that Lord 
Justan’s men were honest, but that did little to 
improve her state of mind at the moment. 

Their leader rode up to her and touched his 
helmet briefly. “Good day to you, missus. Are 
you bound for Katandi?” 

She said that she was and asked if the way 
was Safe. . 

“Safe enough, missus. You'll come to no trou- 
ble in Lord Justan’s lands. But you'd best get-to 
Katandi as fast as you can. The weather’s about 
to take a turn for the worse.” 

Rozlynd lifted her head and looked up at the 
bright blue sky with a frown, and the soldier 
chuckled. 

“I can see you're a stranger here.” He gestured 
behind him. “See that milky sort of sky above 
the mountains? By tomorrow, it'll be bringing 
us snow.” 

Since he seemed so friendly, Rozlynd ven- 
tured to inquire where she might find lodgings 
in Katandi. 

“Go to the Sword and Bow. It’s a tavern, but 
the owner's got some cottages back behind and 
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he’s an honest sort. You can’t miss it. It’s just 
before you start up the hill to the keep.” 


Rozlynd and Torry rode through the wide 
gates into the walled city of Katandi the next 
day, just as the first snowflakes began to fall 
through the still, cold air. 

For more than an hour, they’d ridden through 
farmlands now denuded of their crops—and 
during that entire time, the forbidding stone 
walls had loomed ahead of them. Beyond the 
walls, they could see only a tall stone tower 
’ with narrow slits and a conical roof. And once, 
when they crested a hill, they could see the huge, 
sprawling keep itself. 

These first glimpses of her ancestral home 
filled Rozlynd with a sense of wonder, and even 
Torry, who chattered incessantly as they. rode, 
sat astride his small mare in silent awe. 

“Power” was the word that filled her mind. 
Never in her sheltered life had she seen such 
a raw display of unimaginable power as she 
witnessed now. The huge stones that formed 
the wall were so old that they seemed a natu- 
ral outcropping, and not something created by 
man. And yet, it might very well be that some 
of her own ancestors had labored to build that — 
wall and the keep whose tower kept drawing 
her attention. 

Because the wall had seemed so forbidding, 
Rozlynd was surprised to find life inside the city 
quite normal. She tensed briefly when she saw 
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the guards in their elevated stations just inside 
the gates, but their impassive gazes swept over 
her and no challenge was issued. 

Everywhere, people were hurrying to and fro, 
no doubt trying to finish their business before 
the storm’s fury descended upon them. During 
the course of her journey here, Rozlynd had 
quickly learned to judge the wealth of a place 
by the appearance of its inhabitants—a matter 
she'd never considered before since all her peo- 
ple had been well-fed and well-dressed. 

Here in Katandi, she saw none of the ragged 
people and hollow-eyed poverty she’d seen else- 
where. To be sure, some were better dressed 
than others, but no one looked truly poor. Even 
the cats and dogs seemed sleek and well-fed. 

She did note, however, a number of men, 
most of them fairly young, who were missing 
limbs or parts of limbs. War had obviously tak- 
en its toll on the residents of Katandi, but it also 
appeared that the Lord of Katandi took care of 
his own. 

And well he might, she thought, if the tales 
of Katandi’s gold were even half-true. As a 
child, she’d heard about that gold: Dammai 
gold, they’d called it, of course. But it had long 
since passed into the hands of Lord Justan’s 
family, stained with Dammai blood. 

To her amazement, the streets were paved 
with worn, rounded stones. And they were very 
clean as well, unlike the other places she’d seen 
during her wanderings. Nowhere did she see 
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the foul-smelling ditches or piles of litter she’d 
grown accustomed to. . 

She stopped to inquire of a young woman 
with two children in tow where she could find 
the Sword and Bow, then discovered it just 
where the soldier had indicated earlier: on a 
broad thoroughfare that led directly up to the 
massive stone keep that sat on a slight rise and 
dominated the entire city from behind its own 
separate wall. 

She was pleased to see that the Sword and 
Bow appeared to be a neat, tidy establishment, 
with bowed windows facing the street where 
windowboxes still held a profusion of late- 
blooming fall flowers. A low wall ran along 
both sides of the tavern, with a door set in one 
side. Beyond that wall; several roofs were visible 
and she assumed they must be the cottages. 

They tethered their horses to the railing out- 
side the tavern and pushed through the heavy 
door. Prepared for the pungent smell of yeasty 
brews, Rozlynd was startled to be met instead 
by the far more pleasant aromas of good food. 

She shook off her snow-covered cloak and 
looked around. It was mid-afternoon and there 
were few patrons about. Those who were pres- 
ent were well-dressed and obviously there to 
eat, rather than to drink. The place was cleaner 
than any she’d seen yet and handsomely fur- 
nished as well. No one was behind the long bar 
at the moment, but as they stood there in the 
entryway, a woman appeared from the kitchen. 
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Torry’s stomach rumbled loudly and Rozlynd 
promised him it would be filled as soon as they 
found out about lodgings. 

The short and rather stout woman bustled up 
to them, wiping her hands on a spotless apron. 
Her bright eyes took them in quickly. 

“Strangers, aren't ye? Welcome to the Sword 
and Bow. We've got some good stew left and 
some nice biscuits, too. Just ahead of the storm, 
aren't ye?” She looked out the window, where 
the snow was now falling thickly in the waning 
light. 

“We would like a meal,” Rozlynd told her, 
warming instantly to this motherly person. “But 
we're also looking for lodgings. I was told that 
you might have a cottage available.” 

“Ahh,” said the woman with a smile. “As it 
happens, I do. But it hasn’t been cleaned yet. 
The tenant just left this morning. How long do 
ye reckon ye'll be staying?” 

‘Im not sure,” Rozlynd said. Then she 
launched into her story about a grandmother 
who'd grown up in Katandi and her dead par- 
ents and husband. 

“Gram always talked about Katandi, so we 
thought we'd come to see if any of her people 
are still here. We may decide to stay. It seems 
a fine place.” 

“That it is, in spite of it all. Where were ye 
living before?” 

“In Halifa. My husband was from there. He . 
was a merchant.” 
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“Ahh, so that explains your accent,” the wom- 
an nodded sagely. “I couldn't quite place it.” 

So much for all her efforts, Rozlynd thought. 
But the woman appeared to have accepted her 
tale, and that was all that counted. 

“My name’s Mathelde. My husband’s Josat, 
and we own the Sword and Bow.” She took 
Rozlynd’s arm and placed a friendly hand on 
Torry’s dark head. “Ye just set yerselves down 
and have some dinner, while I send a girl out 
to clean up the cottage. D’ye have horses?” 

Rozlynd said they did and Mathelde told her 
she’d send the stableboy around to tend to them 
and unload their belongings. 

The meal was delicious and before it was 
over, the chill had left their bones. Rozlynd 
felt lulled by the food and warmth and the kind 
mothering of Mathelde. All of it, she thought, 
seemed a sign that coming here had been a 
good decision. 

The cottage was snug and decently furnished, 
and even had two bedrooms, although one was 
very tiny. She chose that one for herself, since 
she intended to replace Torry’s toys as soon as 
possible and he would need more space than 
she herself required. It also pleased her that 
the cottage was secluded at the very rear of the 
large property, and therefore away from the 
noise of the tavern. 

After they had settled in, Torry fell asleep on 
the thick hearth rug, and Rozlynd sat down ina 
sturdy old rocker and began for the first time to 
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consider their future here. Up to this moment, 
her thoughts had been focused only on getting 
them to this place safely. 

I have come too far too fast, she thought. But 
now I must think about how we are to live. 

The rent had proved to be reasonable enough 
and she still had quite a large supply of gold 
coins left. But it certainly wouldn’t last forever. 
It felt strange to have to think about such mat- 
ters, since her future had always been secure in 
the village. 

Her gaze fell on her sleeping brother and 
she got up to get a blanket, then covered him. 
He stirred slightly, then snuggled into it as she 
spoke soothingly to him. She thought about 
waking him to send him to bed, but guessed 
that he would want to remain here. He still 
disliked being out of her sight. 

When she turned away from the hearth, she 
saw her precious lythra in its worn leather case, 
leaning against the wall where she’d left it ear- 
lier. She hadn’t played it in all this time. She 
would have played it during her sea journey, 
but when she’d brought it out on deck, the cap- 
tain had warned her that the salt air might 
damage it. 

Now she picked it up and examined it, run- 
ning her fingers over the ornately carved wood. 
It was very old when her grandmother gave it 
to her. In fact, it had been carried by her grand- 
mother when they'd fled from Katandi. 

“So now you're home again,” she said to it 
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softly. “Perhaps you'll play even more sweetly 
here.” 

She plucked lightly at the strings, thrilling 
as always to the deep resonance. If she played 
quietly, she wouldn't disturb Torry. She’d often 
played for him before he went to sleep. 

Rozlynd had over the years composed many 
of her own melodies, but on this night, she 
chose one of the old ones her grandmother had 
taught her. None of them had names—or if they 
had, they’d long since been forgotten. As a child 
first learning them, Rozlynd had called them 
“sad-happy’”, and she still thought of them that 
way: poignant, bittersweet melodies that never 
failed to stir the deepest emotions. 

She had no idea how long she'd been playing 
when she heard the light tap at the door. Setting 
aside the lythra, she got up and unbolted the 
door to find Mathelde standing there, frosted 
with snow but smiling. 

“I dinna want to disturb ye, but thought I 
should check to see if ye need anything.” She 
held out a cloth-covered plate. “And I brought 
a little plate of cakes.” 

“Thank you,” Rozlynd said warmly. “Please 
come in. Torry’s fallen asleep on the hearth.” 

Mathelde came in and clucked sympatheti- 
cally. “Poor wee lad. All this has been too much 
for him. But he'll like it here. My grandson’s 
about his age and they live just down the street. 
If this snow keeps up, they can have a grand 
snowfight tomorrow.” 
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Rozlynd smiled. “He'll like that. Would you 
like a cup of tea?” 

Mathelde said she would and as Rozlynd bus- 
ied herself getting it, she heard a soft exclama- 
tion and turned to find the woman staring at 
the lythra. 

“Ach, but this is a lovely thing. I thought I 
heard you playing. Tis very old, isn’t it?” 

Rozlynd nodded. “I’m not sure how old, real- 
ly. My grandmother gave it to me and taught 
me to play, but it was old even then.” 

Mathelde bent to examine it more closely in 
the light of the oil lamp. “I’ve never seen one 
like it. All that beautiful carving.” 

Then she straightened up and accepted the 
cup of tea before settling herself in the sec- 
ond rocker. “There aren’t many who play the 
lythra anymore, though everyone loves the old 
music.” 

Rozlynd thought about her earlier musings 
on their future. She hoped to set herself up as 
a healer, but that would take time because she'd 
have to seek out the places where the herbs 
grew and plant a garden as well. 

“Do you think I could earn some money play- 
ing?” she asked. “I was thinking earlier that I 
must do something. I still have money left, but I 
have to be careful.” She glanced at her sleeping 
brother. 

“He will need a tutor. At the moment, he 
wants to be a sailor, but I’m determined that 
~ he should be educated.” 
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“Oh, ye won't need money for that. Not here. 
All children go to school. It’s the law, ye see. 
Even out in the farm villages, they have to go, 
though allowances are made for farmwork.” 

“All? You mean it’s free?” Rozlynd was sur- 
prised. That had been true in the village, but 
she’d already learned it was not the case in most 
places. 

Mathelde nodded. “Lord Justan says that all 
children must learn to read and write and know 
about their history. Some say that it was that 
way in the days of the Dammai, but his father 
and grandfather weren't so strict about it.” 

“The Dammai,” Rozlynd echoed. “I’ve heard 
of them, but I thought they were only legend. 
Were they really sorcerers?” 

The older woman shrugged. “They might have 
been. That’s what the old stories say. But they 
were real. They're all long gone, of course— 
more’s the pity.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Mathelde’s ample bosom heaved in a sigh. 
“Oh, nothin’, really. There was wars then, too, 
and Lord Justan’s not a bad sort, really. A far 
better lord than his father and grandfather was. 
Except that he won’t rest ’til he’s king. And at 
the rate he’s goin’, there won't be anything left 
of the Katandi gold.” Her eyes fell on the lythra 
again. 

“Ye asked if ye could earn some money play- 
ing. We'd be happy to have ye play nights at 
the tavern. We run a decent place, ye know. 
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We don’t put up with no drunks—leastways not 
troublesome ones. Lord Justan’s men come here 
regular and he won't have them gettin’ drunk 
and causin’ trouble. Fact is, his Lordship has 
been known to come in himself from time to 
time. Likes to mingle with his people, he does. 
And he likes my molasses cakes, too. Even sends 
down for them.” 

Rozlynd’s interest in earning some money was 
considerably dampened by the thought of hav- 
ing Lord Justan for an audience, but she agreed 
to play, knowing that she risked offending this 
kind woman if she didn’t. He must not come that 
often, and with any luck, she’d never see him. 

After Mathelde had gone, Rozlynd sat there 
thinking about Lord Justan. What a strange man 
he must be: cruel enough to hang thieves and 
subject his people to constant wars, yet good 
enough to provide free schooling and see to it 
that all his people were well-cared for. 


Rozlynd awoke with a start. Her heart was 
thudding noisily. For a moment, she thought 
that Torry must have cried out, but even as she 
leapt from bed to check on him, she was almost 
certain that it was she herself who had made a 
sound. 

Torry was sleeping peacefully, burrowed deep 
into the thick quilts. After listening to his slow, 
even breathing for a few moments, she returned 
to her own bed. She felt strange, still half-caught 
on the edge of an unremembered dream. Or an 
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almost-remembered dream. 

Then, knowing that she wouldn't find sleep 
again quickly, she got out of bed again, drawing 
the thick quilt around her to ward off the night 
chill. The little cottage was sturdily built, but 
she saw that the fire had burned low. Tending 
the fire had never been her chore, and she 
hadn’t thought to add more logs before she 
went to bed. 

Now she saw that there were no more logs. 
Bringing in the firewood had been Torry’s chore, 
but it seemed that neither of them had yet gotten 
into their old domestic habits or established 
new ones. 

The wood was in a box just outside the kitch- 
en door. She undid the bolt and pulled open the 
door, then stopped as a blast of cold air struck 
her. Clutching the quilt clumsily around her, 
she hurried out to get the wood—then stopped 
again. 

The snow had ended and the cold night air 
was very clear. High up on its hill, the great 
keep was a looming menace in the darkness. 
Here and there in the upper reaches of its vast- 
ness, lights burned, and she could see small 
fires along the outer wall, no doubt to warm 
the sentries. 

But it was the dark tower that commanded 
her attention. She stared at it, paying no heed 
to the cold that was numbing her fingers and 
face. A sudden wave of longing engulfed her, a 
feeling so intense that she actually cried out. 
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Then suddenly, a pale, flickering light came 
on in the tower, far up near the roof. She 
-remembered seeing narrow slits in the stone 
walls and guessed that the eerie light must be 
coming from them. But what could make such 
a light? It wasn’t the golden glow of oil lamps or 
ordinary fire, but rather a ghostly white, tinged 
perhaps with blue. 

That inchoate sense of longing grew ever 
stronger, and before she even knew what she 
was doing, Rozlynd had started across the small 
yard. Only when she reached the outer wall of 
the tavern property did she stop and come to 
her senses. 

Then she ran back to the cottage, pausing 
only to grab an armful of wood before hurrying 
inside. But before she closed the door behind 
her, she lifted her head to stare up at the tower 
again. And this time, she saw nothing. The light 
was gone. 


Justan heard the story the next morning, when 
the sergeant of the guard came to make his 
routine report. 

“A light in the tower?” he queried between 
forkfuls of thick ham. 

“Yes, m lord. The men say it was a strange 
light. Blue-white is how they described it. They 
dinna know what to do, so they came and woke 
me, but by the time I got outside, it was gone.” 

“Hmmpphh!” Justan snorted. “More than like- 
ly, they were seeing things through the bottom 
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of a bottle. I know they need something to 
keep them warm on cold nights, but if there 
are any more stories like this, they'll have to 
do without.” 

“Beggin’ your pardon, sir, but these are good 
men. They mighta had a wee dram or two—but 
that’s all.” 

Justan stared at him. He wasn’t affronted by 
the sergeant’s words; he encouraged his men to 
speak up—even to him. Furthermore, he knew 
they were good men; otherwise, they wouldn't 
be there. He wasn’t one to suffer fools and 
drunkards. The truth was that he was feeling 
somewhat out of sorts this morning. He had the 
vaguest sense that his sleep had been disturbed 
by something—and hearing that a light had been 
seen in the tower certainly didn’t improve his 
state of mind. 

“What about the guards on the city walls? Did 
they report seeing anything?” 

“I don’t know yet,” the sergeant admitted. 
“Shall I check on that and let you know?” 

Justan nodded and waved him away, then 
continued to eat his breakfast without his usual 
pleasure. Damn and blast! He didn’t want any- 
one getting interested in that tower. The story 
had been put out long ago that the tower was in 
disrepair and was kept locked for that reason. 

The sergeant returned just as he was finish- 
ing his second mug of strong tea in an attempt 
to clear the remaining cobwebs from his brain. 
He reported that two of the guards on the city 
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wall had also seen a light in the tower, but it 
had vanished quickly, leaving them uncertain 
that they'd seen anything in the first place. 

“A trick of moonlight or starlight, no doubt,” 
Justan told the man. “There’s nothing up there.” 

And then, as soon as the sergeant had gone, 
Justan took the key to the tower door and left his 
apartment, pausing long enough to be sure that 
no one was about before hurriedly unlocking the 
sturdy padlock, hauling open the heavy door, 
and then pulling it shut behind him and bolting 
it again from the inside. 

Everything seemed just as it had always been. 
The only footprints in the thick dust were his 
own. The obelisk was as inscrutable as ever, 
bathed at the moment in a shaft of sunlight 
that poured in through the slits in the walls. 

And yet, he felt something, some minute 
change of atmosphere in the chill of the room. 
The dark hairs on the backs of his hands and the 
hair at the nape of his neck rose. In the silence, 
he had the faint, but very real, impression of 
a humming sound just below the range of his 
hearing. 

He put out his hand and touched the obelisk, 
expecting to find it cool beneath his touch. But 
it felt surprisingly warm instead. He withdrew 
his hand quickly and stared at it, frowning. 

Reason argued with tales of dark magic in 
his brain as he stood there. Even if there had 
once been magical powers locked inside the 
obelisk, why should they be awakening now? 
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The Dammai had been gone for more than a 
hundred years. 

He went back down the stairs, dismissing 
the whole thing. The damned thing was warm 
because the sun had been shining on it and he 
had let his imagination run wild for a moment 
because he wasn’t feeling quite himself this 
morning. Probably it had been the result of the 
cook’s overzealous hand with spices. Or maybe 
it was time for him to bring some soft warmth 
into his bed. 
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Chapter Three 


The Sword and Bow was packed well beyond 
its normal capacity, but the only sounds to be 
heard were the haunting melodies of the lythra. 
Men who would otherwise have been laughing 
and playing games of chance were silent and 
still, all their eyes on the dark-haired beauty 
whose slender fingers plucked the strings with 
an ease that belied the legendary difficulty of 
the instrument. Women who usually came to 
gossip were silent as well, their minds drifting 
with the poignant music. 

Rozlynd felt nearly suffocated by the unex- 
pected crowd, but she did her best to ignore 
them as she bent over the lythra, her long, black 
hair falling forward in soft curls to rest against 
the deep red gown. 

She was in fact quite overwhelmed by her 
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success. She knew she played well, but playing 
the ancient instrument had not been uncom- 
mon among her people. This was the second 
night she’d played, and while the crowd had 
been generous with their praise and their mon- 
ey on the first night, she had not expected it to 
swell to such proportions tonight. 

When she finished, a brief silence was fol- 
lowed by thunderous applause that threatened 
to crack the smoke-stained beams of the tav- 
ern. There were pleas for more, but she put 
up her hand to signal that she needed to rest. 
Josat quieted the crowd with a promise that 
she would return, while Mathelde brought her 
a cup of the light, fruity wine she preferred. 
The proprietors of the Sword and Bow beamed 
upon her. 

“There hasn’t been a crowd this big in here 
since Lord Justan won his last battle,” Josat 
remarked, shaking his craggy gray head. 

Mathelde ushered her into the back room 
where they stored supplies and kept the books. 
“Ye look like ye need a rest, dearie. No one will 
bother ye here.” 

“I should go check on Torry,” Rozlynd said 
as she sank gratefully into a chair. 

“He’s just fine—sound asleep. I looked in on 
him just a short while ago,” Mathelde assured 
her. 

Rozlynd thanked her and sipped gratefully at 
the wine. Josat appeared with a leather sack full 
of coins, hefting it with a smile. 
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“More than last time, I’d say—and the evening 
isn’t over yet. It helps that they just got paid 
today. From Lord Justan’s coffers to yours,” he 
chuckled. “And to ours as well.” 

The vast majority of the tavern’s clientele were 
soldiers from the garrison at the keep. And as 
Mathelde had promised her, they weren’t an 
unruly lot. There were always officers among 
them, and if any man became too drunk or 
disorderly, he was quickly hustled away. Fur- 
thermore, the presence of the soldiers tended 
to guarantee good behavior on the part of other 
customers as well. 

After a brief rest, Rozlynd returned to play 
some more, drawing loud cheers as she sat 
down on the stool and took up the lythra again. 
And when she had finished, the leather sack was 
indeed nearly full. 

The patrons treated her with a reverence 
that she found rather disconcerting. Although 
there was no mistaking the desire in the eyes 
of many of them, no one attempted to force 
himself upon her. She had no experience of 
taverns, but she was sure that such behavior 
wasn't very common. 

When she went to say good night to Josat and 
Mathelde, they were talking to a tall man she’d 
seen earlier, one of the officers. Josat intro- 
duced him as Captain Manning. 

He bowed slightly. “Allow me to escort you to 
your cottage, miss. My men won't trouble you, 
but I can’t vouch for the others.” 
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She glanced at Josat, who nodded briefly. He 
had escorted her himself the previous night for 
the same reason, but it was obvious that he 
trusted the captain. She thanked him graciously 
and accepted his arm. 

As he pushed open the door for her, he smiled. 
“Your talents will make you a rich woman.” 

“Hardly that,” she protested. “I want only to 
support myself and my brother.” 

“Josat tells me that you lived in Halifa and 
lost your husband there. Have you found your 
relatives here?” 

“No,” she replied, nervous as always when 
confronted with her lies. “I fear that there aren't 
any. But I like this place, and it’s as good as any 
to settle down. I want my brother to continue 
his education and he already likes his school.” 

“Aye. Lord Justan sees to it that the schools 
are well-run. In no other place that I know 
of can children be schooled for free—even the 
girls.” 

She bristled slightly at that, but said noth- 
ing. Back in her lost village, boys and girls had 
always been educated together. No one there 
had thought it strange that girls should learn 
to read and write. 

They reached the door to her cottage and she 
paused to thank him. He gestured to the bag 
that contained her lythra. 

“Would you let me examine your lythra more 
closely? Josat said that it’s very old.” 

“Yes, of course,” she said, opening the door 
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and inviting him inside, though not without 
some misgivings. Josat trusted him and he 
seemed very polite, but he was a soldier and an 
officer, and therefore a bit too close for comfort 
to Lord Justan. 

She took the lythra from its bag and handed 
it to him. He held it close to the light from the 
oil lamp and bent to study it. 

“Do you know how old it is?” 

“Not really. My grandmother gave it to me, 
and it had been passed to her by her grand- 
mother.” 

He traced a finger over the intricate carvings. 
“Many years ago, it was the favored instrument 
of the Dammai. But you must know that.” 

He looked up at her and she nodded, keeping 
her expression calm even as fear jolted through 
her. Mathelde had told her that, but she knew 
that others had played it as well. 

“Yes, I'd heard that. I don’t know much about 
the Dammai, though—and I’m not sure I believe 
the tales I was told about them.” 

“About their sorcery?” He shrugged. “No one 
really knows, but they once ruled Katandi. It was 
Kargan, Lord Justan’s ancestor, who defeated 
and killed them.” 

Rozlynd managed a smile. “Well then, they 
can’t have been sorcerers, can they? Otherwise, 
they couldn’t have been defeated.” 

“One tale I’ve heard many times is that they 
overreached themselves, that the source of their 
powers was here—up at the keep.” He nodded 
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in that direction. “And when they ventured too 
far in their attempts to conquer, they lost their 
powers.” 

An image of the tower came unbidden into 
her mind. She hadn’t seen those strange lights 
again, but she continued to be tormented each 
night by unremembered dreams. 

“I don’t understand,” she said. “Do you mean 
that there’s something in the keep itself that 
was the source of their powers?” 

“Possibly, though what it could have been I 
don’t know. Whatever it was must have died 
with them.” 

Before she could stop herself, she told him 
that she'd once heard a tale that some of the 
Dammai had managed to escape from Kargan, 
and had fled. ; 

He appeared to be genuinely surprised. “I 
never heard that one, but I suppose it’s pos- 
sible. Still, they've never come back and you’d 
think they would have wanted to reclaim their 
powers, if they had any to begin with.” 

He took his leave and she followed him to the 
door, where her gaze was once again dragged 
up to the looming tower. And again, her curi- 
osity got the better of her judgment. 


“Do you know what’s in that tower?” she - 


asked. 

The captain followed her gaze. “Nothing. It’s 
in bad shape. It’s been locked up for years. Lord 
Justan says it would be too costly and too dan- 
gerous to have it repaired.” 
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After he had gone, Rozlynd made a cup of 
tea and sat for a time by the fire. Apparent- 
ly, no one here knew that some Dammai had 
survived, which gave her considerable comfort. 
All of them seemed to regard the Dammai as 
being nothing more than an interesting piece 
of history. 

She was intrigued by his statement that the 
tower was kept locked and had been for years. 
If so, then what could explain that light? And 
what about his statement that the source of 
Dammai power was believed to have been in 
the keep? Could it be in the tower? Surely if 
something had been there, Kargan would have 
destroyed it just as he destroyed her people. 

Rozlynd found herself strangely unwilling to 
examine her thoughts too closely. It felt to her 
as though she were circling a very deep and 
very dark abyss, where one misplaced foot 
would send her plummeting into her worst 
nightmares. 


“I hear that the Sword and Bow has a new 
attraction,” Justan said, stretching his long 
legs toward the fire after an inspection of his 
armory. 

The captain nodded. It didn’t surprise him 
that Justan already knew about her. He didn’t 
miss much. . 

“She’s lately come from Halifa,” he said, 
taking off his own boots and settling down 
beside Justan. “She’s a young widow with a 
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little brother. She says that she came here to 
find some relatives, but there don’t seem to 
be any.” 

Justan glanced over at him and narrowed his 
gaze. “It sounds as though you don’t believe her. 
Have you met the lady?” 

“Aye. And I don’t know if I believe her or 
not. It seems strange to me that she’d come 
such a long distance not knowing if she’d find 
any family here. According to Josat, she’s well- 
off, so she couldn’t have come looking for a 
handout from her family.” He paused. “Then 
there’s the matter of that lythra.” 

“Oh? I’ve been told she’s very good.” 

The captain nodded. “She is. Some of the 
men are saying that she plays like the Dammai 
must have played. I got a good look at that 
lythra, and it looks old enough to have been 
one of theirs. It has some strange figures carved 
into it.” 

He paused again, then went on in a musing 
tone. “She told me that she’d heard a tale that 
some of the Dammai escaped from Kargan.” 

Justan stared at him, realizing only belatedly 
how hard he was staring. The captain made a 
gesture as though to dismiss his own words. 

“I've never heard that,” Justan lied. “But I 
suppose it’s possible.” 

“There's one other thing,” the captain went 
on. “She seemed interested in the old tower— 
asked what it was used for. I wouldn’t have 
thought anything of it, except for that light the 
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-men saw up there around the time she came 
here. 

“Something about her troubles me, Justan. I 
don’t know what it is, but I’m going to keep an 
eye on her. It shouldn’t be hard to do. I’m on 
good terms with the Sheppards.” 

Justan nodded, but said nothing. A long 
silence fell between the two lifelong friends. 
Captain Hallen Manning knew that something 
was troubling Justan, but he knew too that he 
wasn't ready to speak of it. So he got up and 
took his leave, then turned back at the door to 
see Justan staring pensively into the fire. 

Was it possible? The question pounded at 
Justan, throbbing through his brain. He’d been 
back to the tower each day since the morn- 
ing after the light had been seen. Nothing had 
changed, but each time, he’d felt that strange 
energy in the air. 

There were too many coincidences to his way 
of thinking. Lights are seen in the tower at the 
same time a woman arrives with a far-fetched 
explanation for being here. She plays what has 
to be a Dammai lythra. Hallen hadn't recog- 
nized those carvings, but Justan knew what 
they must be. And she inquires about the 
tower. 

After all these years, had the Dammai finally 
come home? Could there be more of them than 
just this woman and her brother? They could be 
advance scouts, cloaked in innocence. 

Justan, Lord of Katandi and determined to be 
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King of the Medyars, decided that it was time 
he had a look at this woman himself. 


Rozlynd had assumed that the crowds would 
diminish once the novelty had worn off, but 
that seemed not to be the case. In fact, it was 
quite the contrary. Josat and Mathelde were 
forced to turn away trade, a situation that had 
them thinking about enlarging the tavern in the 
spring. 

Her fame had even spread through the city, 
so that people stared at her and pointed when 
she went out to shop. Torry was quite proud 
of her, even though he didn’t understand why 
people thought her playing was so wonderful. 

“That’s because you've always heard me play,” 
she told him. “And we both know there were 
others who played as well or better than me.” 

Following her statement, the two of them had 
lapsed into silence, as they always did when one 
or the other of them brought up the subject of 
their former life. But for both of them, the pain 
was receding deep into memory, and was no 
longer so close to the surface. 

Torry, who'd always been a happy, outgoing 
boy, was already making new friends and learn- 
ing new games. He even went to school eagerly, 
which had not always been the case before. He 
slept well now, too, and no longer awoke crying 
in the middle of the night. 

Instead, it was Rozlynd who awoke each 
night, her heart thudding and her body 
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drenched in perspiration. Despite the winter 
cold, she often crept outside at such times 
to stare at the dark tower. But there was no 
repetition of that eerie light, and she gradually 
began to doubt that she’d ever seen it in the first 
place. 

Still, a part of her remained convinced that 
there was a connection between the dreams 
that tormented her and that tower. She even 
began to wonder if there might be some way she 
could gain access to the keep and see the tower 
for herself, although that seemed unlikely, since 
_ Captain Manning had said that it was in a state 
of disrepair and was always kept locked. 

Despite the dreams and her inexplicable fas- 
cination with the tower, Rozlynd was content— 
even happy. Mathelde and Josat were becom- 
ing a new family for her and Torry. They were 
welcomed into the large family gatherings held 
regularly in the Sheppards’ pleasant home next 
door to the tavern, and Rozlynd knew that their 
affection for her and Torry was based on more 
than just the increased trade she was bringing 
to the Sword and Bow. 

Several times, she considered telling them the 
truth, but could never quite bring herself to do 
- so. The closest she came to confessing her ori- 
gins was one evening when Mathelde told her 
that some of the customers were saying that 
she played as the Dammai must have played 
long ago. 

Perhaps the only thing that stopped her was 
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the fact that the Sheppards and Captain Man- 
ning were clearly good friends, and she wasn't 
certain that they would keep her secret from 
him. From comments she'd overheard, Rozlynd 
knew by now that the captain was considered 
by all to be the man closest to Lord Justan. 

He appeared at the tavern every evening she 
played, and continued to escort her back to her 
cottage. Although his behavior was never more 
than friendly, Rozlynd began to worry that he 
might be courting her. But then Mathelde hap- 
pened to mention that the captain’s wife was 
soon to give birth to their second child, and 
the captain himself confirmed this with obvious 
pride, expressing the hope that they would have 
a daughter this time. 

Each night she played, Rozlynd scanned the 
crowd for Lord Justan, since Josat and Mathelde 
had once said that he came in from time to 
time. She had no idea what he looked like, but 
assumed that she would have no difficulty spot- 
ting him. And as it happened, she was right. 

One evening when she was about halfway 
through her first set, Captain Manning and sev- 
eral other officers she recognized entered the 
packed tavern. As always, they were wearing 


q 


their dark blue uniforms with the braided gold | 


that gleamed on their shoulders. But this time, 
another man was with them, and he was not in 
uniform. 

The stranger was quite tall, taller even than the 
captain, and when he removed his heavy cloak, 
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she saw that he was very broad-shouldered but 
lean through the waist and hips. He was quite 
handsome, with slightly curly black hair that 
was swept back from a square-jawed face. 
Unlike many of the other men, he was clean- 
shaven, and he had a small. cleft in his firm 
chin. He was richly dressed, but no more so 
than some of the other civilian customers who 
were mostly prosperous businessmen. 

When she had first seen him, Rozlynd had 
been certain this must be Lord Justan, and 
the fears she’d set aside returned. But no one 
seemed to be paying him any undue amount 
of attention, so she decided that she must be 
wrong. 

She returned her attention to her playing, 
even though the image of the handsome strang- 
er lingered in her mind. When she had finished 
her tune and looked his way again, she saw 
that he was now seated at a table not far away. 
Two barmaids had managed to make their way 
through the crowd to his table, and she saw 
both of them curtsy to him. When he raised his 
hand to take the tankard from one of them, she 
saw a flash of gold and jewels on his finger. 

Their eyes met across the width of the tav- 
ern—or so she thought. She couldn’t be sure 
because the light wasn’t that good. And once 
again, she felt a stab of fear, mixed with some- 
thing else: a stirring deep inside that she hadn't 
felt since Tarren’s death more than three years 
ago. 
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No, she told herself fiercely. He must be Lord 
Justan—and if he is, he is also the greatest dan- 
ger you face. 

She’d heard some stories about him. He was 
unmarried, but there were said to be many 
women who had shared his bed and even two 
who had borne him children. 

Among her own people, such a thing was 
_ unheard-of. It wasn’t uncommon for those al- 
ready betrothed to share a bed before wedding, 
but to bear a child out of wedlock was unthink- 
able. 

When she had shown her disapproval to Mat- 
helde, the older woman had merely shrugged. 
“He’s the lord, after all, and what he wants, he 
can have. No force was involved and they knew 
he wouldn't marry them. He provides hand- 
somely for the children and spends time with 
them, too.” 

Rozlynd began to play again, keeping her eyes 
resolutely away from the tall stranger’s table. 
When she took a break, she intended to ask 
Mathelde about him, but there was no need. 

“Lord Justan himself’s here tonight,” Math- 
elde beamed proudly. “That always means a 
good night, because he pays for all.” 

“I thought that must be him,” Rozlynd said 
as she accepted the wine Mathelde had brought 
her. 

Mathelde noticed her lack of enthusiasm. 
“Doni ye be worryin’, dearie. I’m sure he’s 
interested in ye, since he dinna take his eyes 
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from ye—but he’s not one to force himself on 
a woman.” 

“No doubt he’s never had to,” Rozlynd re- 
marked acerbically. 

The older woman laughed. “’Tis true, I'll war- 
rant ye that. He’s a handsome devil, is our lord. 
And a right charmer when he wants to be, too.” 

Rolzynd hoped very much that she wouldn't 
have to find that out for herself. She intended 
to escape quickly after her next set. She wasn’t 
going to wait for Josat or the captain to escort 
her back to the cottage this time. 

She was troubled by Mathelde’s remark that 
Lord Justan hadn't taken his eyes off her, but 
she reminded herself that that was true of the 
others as well; she was the performer, after all. 

Fortunately, it was very easy for her to lose 
herself in her playing, and she deliberately 
chose some very difficult pieces to guarantee 
that her attention wouldn't wander back to 
him. Instead, she kept her face lowered to the 
lythra, concentrating intently on the difficult 
fingering. 

When she finished to thunderous applause, 
Rozlynd lost no time in putting the lythra into 
its leather case. The crowd began to mill about 
and she moved as rapidly as possible toward 
the doorway that led through the kitchen to the 
rear entrance. But just as she reached it, she 
heard Josat calling her. When she turned, he 
was making his way toward her. The crowd par- 
ted easily—not for Josat, but for Lord Justan, 
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who, together with the captain, was close on 
his heels. 

Josat hurried up to her, his face flushed with 
obvious pride. “His Lordship has asked to meet 
you, Rozlynd.” 

With considerable reluctance, Rozlynd raised 
her eyes to meet the eyes of the man with him. 
To her surprise, the eyes that met hers weren't 
dark like most Medyars, but gray. Something 
moved in them that made her breath catch in 
her throat, and she could feel a flush creeping 
through her face. 

No, she said again. This man is your enemy. 
The heat of desire might be in his eyes now, but 
if he knew the truth, he would kill you just as 
easily as he would bed you. 


Justan had been struck by her beauty from 
the moment he laid eyes on her. He saw now 
that she was taller than many women, although 
perhaps it was only her very erect posture. And 
while she had the olive-hued skin of his people, 
there was a smooth clarity to her complexion 
that other women didn’t have, and a high color 
where others often appeared sallow. Her fea- 
tures had a delicacy to them that only accen- 
tuated her large eyes and her generous mouth. 

His gaze slid briefly down over her body in 
appreciation of the womanly curves just barely 
evident beneath her full gown. He found him- 
self wondering if all of her was as smooth and 
luminous as her face. 
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“You play very well, Rozlynd,” he said. “My 
grandmother played the lythra and I've not 
heard it played since she died many years ago. 
The instrument she had looked much like yours, 
I think. She said that it had once belonged to the 
Dammai. You've heard of them?” 

“Yes,” she replied succinctly, and he noted 
that she had neither curtsied nor used his 
title. “I don’t know where mine came from. 
My grandmother gave it-to me, and she said 
her grandmother had given it to her.” 

“May I see it?” he asked, certain now that she 
wanted nothing more than to escape from his 
presence. 

She hesitated, then withdrew it from its 
leather sack and handed it to him. Justan’s 
face betrayed nothing, but the moment he saw 
it, he knew it was Dammai, and that it only 
confirmed his suspicions about her. Kargan 
had ordered all Dammai lythras destroyed 
after he had taken the keep, because he’d 
believed that the instruments with their runes 
might possess magical powers. The only one 
that had survived was one found many years 
later, stored away deep in the keep where all 
the Dammai had lived. And that one had gone 
to his grandmother’s funeral pyre with her, at 
her request. 

He examined it in the light of a lamp 
the tavernkeeper quickly produced, seeing the 
familiar runes carved into its ironwood surface. 
Only the Dammai had used the precious iron- 
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wood, and only the Dammai had carved those 
ancient symbols of their magic. 

He handed it back to her. “It is Dammai. 
Those symbols are supposed to be the runes 
they used in their sorcery.” 

He saw the shock on her face as she stared 
from him to the lythra, and for the first time, 
it occurred to him that. she could be Dammai 
and yet know little or nothing of her people’s 
past. Still, she’d known that some Dammai had 
escaped Kargan’s wrath—and she’d come back 
here. ’ 

“Do you believe they were sorcerers?” she 
asked him, startling him with her directness. 

“When so many tales exist, I’m inclined to 
credit at least some of them,” he replied. “Do 
you not believe it, then?” 

“I don’t believe in sorcery,” she stated in that 
same succinct manner. “Tales like that are for 
children—like fairies and elves.” 

Then, before he could think of a response 
to that, she said that she was very tired and 
excused herself. 

‘Josat was clearly worried that His Lordship 
was offended by her abrupt behavior, because 
as soon as she had gone, he hastened to repeat 
her excuse. Justan waved away his concern. 

“She seems quite a remarkable woman—in 
many ways.” 

And so she was, he thought. He’d never before 
encountered a woman who seemed completely 
uninterested in his interest. In fact, he was quite 
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| certain that she disliked him and feared him in 


about equal measure. 


When the loud, insistent knock came to her 
door the next morning, Rozlynd assumed that 
it must be Torry, and that he’d forgotten some- 
thing in his rush to get to school. The school 
here was very strict about prompt attendance, 
unlike their village school had been. 

She made a habit of bolting the door at all 
times, so she had to undo the heavy bolt before 
flinging it open. Instead of her brother, a ser- 
vant of Lord Justan stood there. Rozlynd had 
seen them about the city in their dark blue 
livery with its gold eagle crest. 

The youth bowed and extended his hand, 
which held a small, ornately carved wooden 
box. “With Lord Justan’s compliments, ma’am.” 
Then he bowed again and was off before she 
could say anything. 

Rozlynd stared at the box. After her encoun- 
ter with Lord Justan last night, she had studied 
the carvings on her lythra that he had called 
runes, and she was sure that these were similar. 
The wood, too, was the same. She closed and 
rebolted the door, then carried the box over to 
the hearth and sat down to undo the elaborate 
gold catch. 

She cried out in surprise when she saw the 
contents: a necklace and bracelet, both in finely 
worked gold set with tiny rubies and diamonds. 
The workmanship was identical to pieces owned 
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by her mother that had been passed down for 
generations and would have one day become 
hers, but undoubtedly now belonged to the 
murderous Llantis. 

The irony of the gifts was not lost upon her as 
she lifted them out to examine them more close- 
ly. They were clearly Dammai, stolen from her 
people by Kargan, Justan’s murdering ances- 
tor—just as the Llantis had stolen the jewels 
intended for her. 

Then she finally noticed the note tucked .into 
the deep lid of the box. She took it out and 
unfolded the rich, heavy paper carefully. 

“I know of no one more suited to wear these. 
Thank you for a most pleasurable evening.” And 
it was signed, simply, “Justan.” 

Rozlynd read the words again and a chill came 
over her. “No one more suited”. One could cer- 
tainly take those words several ways. Either they 
were merely meant to be a compliment, or... 
She stared at his bold handwriting and asked 
the silent question: Does he know? 

But how could he know? He'd said that his 
grandmother had owned a Dammai lythra— 
and he certainly wasn’t Dammai. Surely others 
possessed them as well. 

No, she decided, he hadn’t been suggesting 
that he knew her secret. It was only the flowery 
words of seduction, words he had undoubted- 
ly used many times in the past. For all she 
knew, he might have a veritable treasure trove 
of Dammai jewels that he bestowed upon his 
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women. In fact, it seemed quite likely that he 
did. 

Still, it continued to trouble her that she’d 
come to his attention. And it troubled her even 
more that she had found him so attractive. 
Even now, she could conjure up his image with 
amazing clarity: those clear gray eyes, so strik- 
ing and deep-set, and that aura of effortless 
power. Given the equality that had existed in 
their village, Rozlynd had never before known 
anyone who set himself above all others, and 
furthermore, was accepted as being superior. It 
seemed clear to her now that the failure of the 
tavern crowd to show him deference last night 
must be the result of his decision that they 
should not do so. Josat and Mathelde, certainly 
two independent people, had displayed great 
humility toward him, bowing and curtsying. 

She’d thought about her own behavior after 
she escaped from his presence last night. It 
undoubtedly would have been much better if 
she’d shown the proper deference toward him 
herself. But she hadn't, and a dangerous stub- 
bornness surfaced even now to tell her that she 
never would, either. 

She pondered what to do about the gift. 
Should she attempt to return it, thereby sig- 
naling that she did not find his attentions 
welcome? Or would that only stir him to further 
attempts to seduce her? It was unlikely that he’d 
ever been rebuffed before, and she knew how 
some men reacted to such a challenge. 
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Perhaps she should simply send him a polite 
note, thanking him for the gift but at the same 
time wording it in such a way as to send a 
subtle message that she was not interested in 
becoming one of his bed partners. 

She set the open box on the table and drank 
the rest of her tea as she thought about it. Then 
there was another tap at the door and she real- 
ized it would be Mathelde. They had planned 
to go to the market together this morning. 

When the older woman came in, she spotted 
the jewel box immediately. 

“I saw Lord Justan’s servant come back here,” 
she said, clearly caught between her curiosity 
and a desire not to seem to pry. Her eyes kept 
straying to the box, then moving away quickly. 

“Yes. He came with a gift from Lord Justan,” 
Rozlynd said, picking up the jewelry to show it 
to her. 

After Mathelde had exclaimed over it, Roz- 
lynd told her of her dilemma. “I appreciate his 
generosity, but—” She shrugged. 

Mathelde began to laugh. “So his Lordship’ 
has finally met his match, has he? Well, don’t 
worry about it, dearie. He’s not likely to bother 
ye.” Then she stopped and frowned. 

“Course I can’t recollect any other woman 
who's said no to him. But he’s a good man, for 
all his love of war.” 

In the end, Rozlynd decided to put away the 
jewels and try to forget about them. She made 
several halfhearted attempts to write him a note, 
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but gave up when she couldn't find a way to 
thank him and still discourage him. 

During the next week, she kept expecting him 
to return to the tavern, but he didn’t come 
again—and after that, she relaxed, deciding that 
he must surely have far too much on his mind 
to concern himself with a tavern singer, not to 
mention too many other, more willing women 
to share his bed. 

Rozlynd continued to be plagued by the 
dreams each night, although she no longer 
went outside to stare up at the tower, how- 
ever drawn to it she felt. It began to seem as 
though she could almost recall those dreams— 
or parts of them. They didn’t seem threaten- 
ing; instead, there was a seductive quality to 
them. 

The only thing she could recall clearly from 
those dreams was a strange, tall object, a sort 
of cylinder, but one that had sharp edges and 
tapered at the top. It always appeared in that 
unnatural blue-white color that she’d seen that 
night in the tower. And it seemed, too, that 
something moved deep within it, although she 
was less certain about that. 

Slowly, she came to the near-certainty that 
the strange object must be in the tower, and 

that it might well be the symbol of her people's 
power that the captain had spoken of. But she 
was of a practical nature, and decided that even 
if she could gain access to the tower, which 
seemed highly unlikely, what would it matter? 
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She might be Dammai, but she had no more 
magic in her than did any other Medyar. 

And then came a day when she began to real- 
ize how wrong she was. 

After a long cold spell, it was a sunny, almost 
warm morning. Market was held twice weekly, 
and in bad weather, the vendors set up a crowd- 
ed shop in a large building near the center of 
the city. But on this day, they had opted to take 
the market outdoors again. 

The market area lay at the base of the steep 
hill that was topped by the keep, in an area of 
rather narrow, winding side streets. Rozlynd 
and Mathelde set out early, before the market 
had actually opened, in the hopes of finding a 
good selection of merchandise. There were few 
people on the narrow, twisting street they took 
downhill and it was bordered on both sides by 
tall buildings or stone walls. 

They were about halfway down when they 
heard noises and shouts from above—and 
turned to see a horseless cart careening down 
the hill toward them, spilling its contents as it 
thundered along. As they watched, frozen with 
shock, it bounced off one wall and then another, 
then headed straight for them. 

There was no place to go! They could not 
hope to outrun the speeding cart and high walls 
on both sides prevented them from getting out 
of its way. Mathelde cried out, and Rozlynd 
opened her mouth to scream as well—but what 
came out was unrecognizable to her. 
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Her arm rose of its own volition and her fin- 
gers moved rapidly in the air. Something surged 
through her, tingling along her nerve endings. 
For one brief instant, she saw the approaching 
cart through a blinding blue-white light. 

Then it was over and the cart had rolled 
harmlessly past them to crash into the wall far- 
ther down. Rozlynd stood there transfixed, not 
at all certain what had happened. That force 
that had rushed through her began to dissipate 
slowly, leaving her trembling slightly. 

Confused, she turned to Mathelde, to find 
the older woman staring at her, white-faced. 
Rozlynd reached out, then drew her hand back 
when Mathelde seemed to shrink away from 
her. 

“Mathelde? What happened? Were you hurt?” 

Mathelde shook her head slowly, then reached 
out cautiously to touch Rozlynd on the arm. 
“No, dearie, I’m fine.” 

Her gaze moved off to a point behind Roz- 
lynd, who turned to see the two men who'd 
been chasing the cart standing a short distance 
away, staring at her in openmouthed amaze- 
ment. As soon as she turned their way, they 
mumbled apologies and hurried off to deal with 
the wrecked cart. 

The two women went on to the market. Even 
though Mathelde made an effort to seem her 
normal, cheerful self, Rozlynd could tell that she 
was deeply troubled. It might have been nothing 
more than the aftershock of their near-accident, 
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but Rozlynd kept wondering if Mathelde had 
seen or sensed that strangeness that had come 
over her. 

That evening, Rozlynd was still trying to put 
together a complete picture of what had hap- 
pened in those moments when it had seemed 
certain that the cart would strike them. After 
Torry had gone off to bed, she sat by the fire 
and tried to reconstruct the scene—but she was 
interrupted by Mathelde’s familiar tap on the 
door. 

Rozlynd invited her in, noting that the wom- 
an seemed very grave and distracted. She gave 
her a cup of tea and Mathelde took a sip, then 
set it aside and twisted her hands nervously in 
her lap. When she spoke, it was with a hesitan- 
cy that Rozlynd had never before heard from 
her. 

“Dearie, I been thinking on this all day, 
and I got to talk to ye.” She paused, staring 
at Rozlynd. “D’ye know what happened out 
there?” 

“You mean with the cart?” Rozlynd asked 
nervously. 

Mathelde nodded solemnly. “Ye saved us, 
dearie. I don’t know how ye did it—but I do 
know that ye saved us.” 

“But I didn’t do anything, Mathelde,” Rozlynd 
protested, then added quietly, “At least I didn’t 
intend to do anything.” 

The older woman nodded again. “I thought 
as much. It jest happened.” 
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“What exactly happened?” Rozlynd asked, 
having decided that it was time to put her 
trust in this kind woman. 

“Ye said something in a strange tongue, and 
then ye put up yer hand and, like, drew in the 
air.” Mathelde stopped, then went on halting- 
ly. 

“I saw something like a light—a bluish sort 
of light—and it was comin’ from yer fingers 
while they moved. And then the cart turned 
away from us.” 

Rozlynd was still for a very long time. All 
day, she had been seeking an explanation that 
would deny what Mathelde had just described. 
And now there could be no denial. She felt as 
though the very earth had shifted beneath her. 
A familiar, if not always safe, world had just 
been turned upside down, and she feared that 
it would never be righted again for her. 

“Are ye Dammai, child?” Mathelde asked soft- 
ly. 
Rozlynd hesitated for only a moment, then 
nodded. And after that, it all came pour- 
ing out: how she had happened to come 
here, the dreams, the light in the tower, the 
vision of that mysterious object, and her peo- 
ple’s ignorance of their past and their pow- 
ers. 

“I didn’t seek those powers,” she told Mat- 
helde, but even as she spoke, she thought about 
how it had felt. “Instead, it seems that they've 
found me.” 
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She sighed. “I’m afraid that Lord Justan may 
suspect I’m Dammai,” she finished, explaining 
the wording in his note. 

“Aye, it’s possible. Nothing much gets past his 
Lordship. And he’s near certain to hear what 
happened today.” 

“He is?” Rozlynd frowned, thinking for a 
moment that Mathelde meant to tell him. Then 
she remembered the two men and the looks on 
their faces. 

“Those men must've seen what I saw,” Math- 
elde told her. “And they'll be talkin’ to everyone. 
It'll get back to Lord Justan at some point.” 

Rozlynd sat there frozen with fear: fear for 
powers she didn’t want but apparently had, 
and fear for what would happen if Lord Justan 
found out. 

“I must leave,” she said. “Torry and I will be 
in terrible danger when he finds out.” 

Mathelde got up and came over to hug her. 
“No, dearie, you canna leave in the middle of 
the winter. T’would be going to your deaths to 
leave Katandi now. Josat and I will protect ye, 
comes to that. We've both family and friends 
who can help. But I think ye judge Lord Justan 
too hard. He’s not a murderous man.” 

Rozlynd was grateful beyond words for Math- 
elde’s kindness—but she was not reassured. 
Lord Justan might not be inclined toward 
murder, but he was even less inclined to tol- 
erate anyone he might view as being a threat 
_ to his power and his plan to become King of 
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the Medyars: the first king since the days of 
the Dammai. 

Later, when Mathelde had gone, Rozlynd 
continued to sit there thinking about her situa- 
tion. Was there any way she could prevent a 
recurrence of those powers? Had they surfaced 
only because her life was in danger? If so, it 
might never happen again. 

But then she thought again about how she’d 
felt—about that wonderful surge of power and 
that sense of completeness, as though she’d just 
discovered a lost part of herself. And she won- 
dered if the powers had come unbidden, after 
all. 


“IT questioned them carefully myself, Justan. 
And they seemed to be good, solid men.” 

“So you believe them,” Justan said after a 
moment. 

“Aye, I do. Like I said before, there’s always 
been something about her that’s made me sus- 
picious. Now I’m as certain as I can be that 
she’s Dammai.” 

“And the two men? What did they think?” 

“They thought so, too. They'd already heard 
about her playing. Apparently, many people 
think she’s Dammai, but they say it only Bone 
themselves, in whispers.” 

“You said that the men thought she seemed 
confused?” _ 

Captain Hallen Manning nodded. “That's how 
they described it—as though she didn’t really 


89 


Saranne Dawson 


know what she was doing. Maybe she didn't.” 

“And you're sure that there are no more... 
like her in the city?” 

“If there are, she’s staying away from them. 
I’ve had men following her every time she goes 
out alone, and keeping an eye on her cottage 
as well on the nights when she isn’t playing. I 
also found some of our men who'd met her on 
the road here, and they said it was just her and 
the boy.” 

Justan drummed his fingers restlessly on the 
wooden arm of his chair. What he wanted to do 
was to bring her up here and get the truth out 
of her. But he didn’t think he could intimidate 
her very easily—with or without her Dammai 
powers. 

“Justan,” the captain said, breaking into his 
frustrated thoughts. “Do you think she really is 
Dammai?” 

Justan nodded. There was no use denying it 
now, and he needed to take his old friend into 
his confidence. 

“You've been thinking it all along, haven't 
you?” Hallen asked. 

“Yes, but I wasn’t sure.” 

“Then what do we do about her?” 

“For now—nothing. Just continue to keep an 
eye on her. And try to put down any rumors.” 

“Tl try—but the rumors are already there.” 
He shook his head in wonder. “Dammai. It’s 
almosi like having a fairy or an elf suddenly 
appear.” 
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“The difference,” said Justan, “is that fairies 
and elves would have no claim on this place.” 


After the captain departed, Justan once again 
got the key and went up to the tower. He felt 
that prickling uneasiness this time even before 
he had reached the top of the winding staircase. 
And when he finally stood before it, he knew it 
was glowing with more than sunlight. 

Hesitantly, he put out a hand to touch its sur- 
face—then drew back quickly. Not only was it 
warm to the touch; it seemed now to be vibrat- 
ing slightly. 

Justan was not a fearful man. He’d faced death 
many times. But he knew that what he was feel- 
ing now was indeed fear: fear of the unknown— 
and perhaps unknowable. 

And as he left the tower, he wondered if she 
too might be feeling that fear, and what it meant 
if she’d known nothing of those powers. 
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Fear clutched at Rozlynd when she heard the 
imperious knock at her door. For days now, 
she’d been expecting soldiers to come from 
Lord Justan and take her prisoner. But the 
man who stood there was not a soldier. It took 
a moment for her to remember that he was a 
city official of some sort who came regularly to 
the tavern. 

“Good day, ma’am,” he said, favoring her with 
a slight bow. “I’ve come to ask you to do us the 
great honor of playing at the New Year festival 
next week.” 

“Oh,” Rozlynd said, trying not to let her relief 
show. She’d been hearing for days now about 
the festival, which had also been celebrated in 
her village. “Yes, of course. The honor will be 
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“You'll be paid, of course,” he hastened to 
assure her. “Lord Justan provides for all the 
performers.” 

Then he made another quick bow, thanked 
her and bustled off. Only after he had gone 
did she realize how nervous he’d seemed. She 
closed the door with a sigh. It was a reaction 
that was becoming all too common. 

News had spread around her village with 
great speed, but she hadn't really expected 
that here in this large city. However, with- 
in days after the cart incident, people had 
begun to come to her, mostly at night. None 
of them had asked if she were truly Dammai; 
instead, they said that they had come to seek 
her help, always for some ailment or disability 
that didn’t respond to the city’s physicians and 
healers. 

They were nervous in her presence, as the 
official had been—but still they came, hoping 
for a Dammai miracle that she couldn’t provide. 
With Mathelde’s help, she had quickly prepared 
a few herbal potions, but it soon became appar- 
ent that was not what they sought from her. 

Then last night, a woman had come, carry- 
ing a lame child, and when Rozlynd had been 
forced to say that there was nothing she could 
do, the woman had spoken out in desperation. 

“Can ye not cure with the laying on of hands, 
then? I'd thought ye might. ’Tis said the Dammai 
could do that.” 

“Perhaps they could—but J can't,” Rozlynd 
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had replied, neither affirming nor denying the 
woman's statement. 

And after they had gone, she wondered if 
perhaps she should have tried. What a won- 
drous thing it would be to be able to heal the 
lame. In the years she’d worked at her moth- 
er's side, she’d found nothing more painful and 
frustrating than being forced to tell someone 
that nothing could be done—especially where 
children were concerned. 

There’d been no further manifestations of her 
supposed power, but she could not deny, how- 
ever much she wanted to, that she felt differ- 
ent. And the dreams had stopped. She’d had 
no more since that episode with the cart. She 
began going outside at night again to stare up 
at the tower, but she saw no lights. 

The absence of the dreams was somehow even 
more troubling than their presence. What could 
it mean? Was it possible that she’d unwittingly 
crossed some invisible threshold? Were those 
powers now within her, simply waiting for her to 
call upon them deliberately? Could she actually 
have become a sorceress? All these unanswer- 
able questions tormented her far more than even 
the dreams had. 

And what about Lord Justan? He surely must 
have heard about the incident with the cart by 
now; everyone in the city seemed to know. Had 
he dismissed it as being the ravings of some 
drunkards? Or was he even now laying plans 
to have her killed? 
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Later that day, she told Mathelde and Josat 
about the invitation to play at the festival. Josat 
nodded sagely. 

“Aye, I knew they would ask ye. But I thought 
ye'd refuse, being as it means going up to the 
keep.” 

“It does?” Rozlynd realized that she hadn't 
even thought about where it might be held. 

“There’re all sorts of games and feasts in the 
city as well, but they'll be wanting ye to play at 
the great banquet Lord Justan gives each year,” 
Mathelde told her. “Certain people are always 
invited, but others are drawn by lot each year. 
Josat and I always go. It’s a wonderful party. 
Lord Justan spares no expense.” 

Rozlynd was of two minds about this news. 
On the one hand, she definitely did not want 
to come to the attention of Lord Justan again. 
But on the other hand, this could well be her 
opportunity to try to gain access to the tower. 
There would be so many people about that she 
just might be able to slip up there. The fact that 
it was kept locked somehow didn’t trouble her. 
She just knew that if she could get close to it, 
she would be able to get in. 

As it happened, though, her first visit to the 
great keep came even before the festival. 

Captain Manning had been absent from her 
last evening at the tavern, and when she'd 
inquired after him, one of the men told her 
that his wife had given birth to a daughter. 
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Then, two days after she'd accepted the invita- 
tion to play at the festival, the captain appeared 
at her door early in the evening. She congratu- 
lated him and he beamed like any proud father, 
then said that he’d come to ask a favor of her. 

“Of course,” she said, hoping that nothing 
was wrong with the baby. Would he actually 
come to ask for her help? 

“Raina has heard all about your playing and 
she'd like very much to hear you. She doesn’t 
think she'll be feeling well enough to attend 
the festival and it will be some time before she 
could come to the tavern. Would you consider 
coming up to the keep to play for her?” 

‘Id be happy to,” Rozlynd assured him. 
“Would you like me to come now? I’m not 
playing tonight at the tavern.” 

“We had hoped that you could,” he smiled 
gratefully. 

“Then just let me see if Mathelde can keep an 
eye on my brother.” 

“You're welcome to bring him along if you 
like.” 

“Thank you, but no. He already has too many 
excuses to avoid his schoolwork.” And she did 
not want to take Torry to the keep for any rea- 
son. She couldn't believe that the captain had 
any ulterior motive to his invitation, but she 
was unwilling to risk Torry’s life. 

Mathelde promptly invited Torry over to her 
house and Rozlynd set off with the captain. 
He apologized for not having brought horses, 
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telling her that after being kept in meetings 
all day, he’d felt like walking. It was in fact a 
beautiful evening. Several inches of snow had © 
fallen earlier in the day, covering the dirty lay- _ 
er beneath with a glistening white beneath a — 
bright moon. 

They waiked slowly up the hill, with the 
captain kindly shortening his stride to make 
it more comfortable for her. Above them, the 
keep loomed darkly, its tall tower framed by 
stars. Captain Manning, who insisted that she 
should call him Hallen, talked of the festival. 

“Lord Justan is very pleased that you'll be 
playing,” he told her. 

“I’m honored,” she replied, then quickly asked 
about the other entertainment. 

And all the while, she waited nervously for 
him to ask if she were truly Dammai. She was 
sure he must know about the cart incident. Josat 
said it was well-known that the captain had his 
spies throughout the city, and that he was the 
eyes and ears of Lord Justan, as well as being 
his closest friend. 

Even so, there was something about Hallen 
Manning that inspired trust on Rozlynd’s part. 
She had no doubt that if it came down to it, his 
loyalties lay with his lord and friend, but she 
still believed that he would do what he could . 
to protect her—and if he had Justan’s ear, that 
could be quite a lot. 

They passed through the heavily guarded 
gates of the keep, and Rozlynd was astonished 
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to see that it appeared even larger that she’d 
supposed. Hallen began pointing out various 
buildings to her, including the huge garrison. 
But they were walking in another direction: 
toward the keep itself. 

“You don’t live in the garrison?” she asked. 

“No. Senior officers live in the keep itself. In 
fact, Raina and I live in the apartment she grew 
up in. She’s cousin to Justan.” 

After the forbidding stone exterior, Rozlynd 
was totally unprepared for the rich warmth of 
the interior that was lit by many handsome 
brass oil lamps. Beautiful old tapestries covered 
the walls and the furnishings were of richly 
carved dark wood, many with cushions that 
echoed the deep, vibrant colors of the tapes- 
tries. She paused before one huge tapestry. 

“They're Dammai,” the captain said. “Nearly 
everything here is. They were very skilled arti- 
sans. Some said that their magic extended even 
to their crafts.” 

Rozlynd merely nodded, but she felt a surge 
of great pride, mixed with more than a little 
anger. This should be hers. She had far more 
right to it than Justan did. 

They went up stairs and down long corridors 
and up more stairs. She had been trying to keep 
her sense of direction so that she could deter- 
mine just how close to the tower they were. 
But after the fourth or fifth turn, she had to 
give up. 

Then they reached yet another intersecting 
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hallway, and without conscious intent, Rozlynd 
turned left. Only when Hallen told her they were 
going in the other direction did she realize 
that something had simply felt right to her — 
about taking the other hallway. She stopped, 
momentarily confused, but if he noticed, he 
made no comment, and she followed him to 
his apartment. 

They entered a richly appointed room where 
a fire blazed cheerfully. A very attractive woman 
sat before it, holding a well-wrapped infant. And 
standing next to the hearth was Lord Justan. 

Hallen introduced his wife, Raina, then took 
his tiny daughter from her and showed her 
proudly to Rozlynd. “We're still arguing about 
a name,” he chuckled. 

“So I’m told,” Lord Justan put in dryly. “At 
this rate, Hallen, she'll be in school before she 
learns her own name. For what it’s worth, I cast 
my vote with Raina.” 

Hallen grinned at Rozlynd. “That’s because 
Raina’s choice is to call her Hayeetha, after 
their grandmother.” 

Rozlynd, who'd been admiring the beautiful 
child, looked up sharply at the mention of that 
name, drawing questioning looks from all pres- 
ent. 

“Hayeetha was my mother’s name,” she said 
softly. “It was a favorite name in her family and 
one she nearly gave to me.” 

“Well, that does it, Hallen,” Raina announced. 
“You're outvoted.” 
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He affected a bow. “Very well. I give in gra- 
ciously. After all, as you've pointed out endless- 
ly, I was the one who named your son. And 
speaking of him, where is he?” 

“Sent to bed early. He was caught sneaking 
out of his room again to avoid his studies.” 

Rozlynd laughed. “Now that’s a familiar sto- 
ry. My brother has done the same thing.” 

A young maid appeared and relieved Hallen 
of his daughter, who had fallen asleep. Justan 
addressed Rozlynd for the first time. “I came to 
see my cousin and the child, but I would like to 
stay to hear you play.” 

“Of course,” she said, seating herself and tak- 
ing out the lythra. She wondered if he had in 
fact just happened to be here—and what he 
would have done if she’d refused his request 
to stay. 

His presence unnerved her, but fortunately 

she was quickly able to lose herself in her music, 
again deliberately choosing the most difficult 
pieces. 
_ Raina was warm with her praise. “You play 
even better than I would have guessed, Roz- 
lynd.” Then, after a glance at Justan, she said, 
“Our grandmother played the lythra, but not so 
well, even though we thought at the time that 
she played beautifully.” 

“My grandmother played, too,” Rozlynd told 
her. “But my mother had no talent for it. Still, 
she had her own talents. She was a healer.” 

“Do you have those talents as well?” Raina 
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asked as Rozlynd thought she saw Lord Justan 
become more attentive. 

She nodded. “She taught me about herbs, 
although I’m not yet as skilled as she was. And © 
I’ve been unable to find all the herbs I need. 
Perhaps I'll find them in the spring.” 

“The physician has given me a potion to help 
me regain my strength,” Raina told her, then 
turned to her husband. “Will you fetch it, dear? 
I'd like Rozlynd to tell me if it’s what she would 
prescribe.” 

The captain obligingly went to get it, and when 
he returned, Rozlynd unstopped the bottle and 
sniffed, then nodded. “I believe it’s the same 
thing my mother used. I imagine it’s much the 
same everywhere.” 

They talked for a while longer, and Rozlynd 
was always conscious of Lord Justan’s gaze 
upon her. He had taken a seat that put him 
just out of her line of vision, but she didn’t 
need to see him to know that he was watching 
her. He joined easily in the casual conversa- 
tion, however, and it was very obvious that this 
relationship with Hallen and Raina was a very 
close one. 

Finally, Raina became visibly tired and Roz- 
lynd suggested that she should leave. After pro- 
fuse thanks from her hostess and an expressed 
hope that she would return soon to visit, 
Rozlynd left with Hallen and Lord Justan. 
When they reached the intersection where 
Rozlynd had taken a wrong turn, Justan bade 
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them good night and disappeared in the direc- 
tion she had almost taken earlier. 

This time, she made a very determined effort 
to pay attention to the twists and turns, and 
when they emerged at last into the great court- 
yard and she could see the tower again, she 
was virtually certain that the hallway she had 
mistakenly taken led in that direction. 

Torry had been put to bed at the Sheppards’ 
and she left him there, then returned to her cot- 
tage and her thoughts. She felt strangely out of 
sorts, almost enervated, and realized belatedly 
that she’d begun to feel that way almost from 
the moment they'd left the keep. The difference 
was so subtle, though—almost subtle enough 
for her to deny its existence altogether. 

She thought about Raina’s invitation to re- 
turn and how it might afford her access to the 
tower even if she couldn’t manage to get there 
during the festival. Not even the fact that Lord 
Justan’s own quarters apparently lay in that 
direction could deter her now. She must get 
there, just as she must breathe and eat and 
sleep. 

Besides, she told herself, she liked Raina. Until 
meeting her this evening, she’d forgotten the 
simple pleasure of having a friend. Josat and 
Mathelde were more like surrogate parents, and 
although she loved them dearly, it would still be 
wonderful to have Raina as a friend—even if she 
was cousin to Lord Justan. 

Justan. It all came down to him in the end, 
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she thought angrily. But he’d seemed differ- 
ent this night—more at ease, despite his unre- 
lenting attention to her. He’d displayed a dry 
humor and a gentle affection for his cousin, 
and all of it had seemed very real. 

But she dared not let herself believe he was 
harmless. However pleasant he could be when 
he chose, he still ruled this land that had once 
belonged to her people. She resented his power 
over her. She resented her own fear of him. And 
she was undeniably attracted to him as a man. 
It was not a comfortable situation. 


The city was overfilled with gaiety. Even the 
weather had cooperated. Mathelde told Rozlynd 
that it often happened at this time: a false spring 
in the midst of winter. Katandi’s population was 
swelled by the arrival of people from the outlying 
villages and farms, who were taking advantage 
of the break in the weather to travel here for 
the festivities. 

There were games for the children and sports 
competitions for the men. Vendors outdid them- 
selves with foods and crafts, their numbers aug- 
mented by the farmers and villagers. People who 
had previously hurried about their business, 
eager to return to the warmth of their homes, 
now lingered to talk and laugh and dance in the 
streets wherever musicians had gathered. 

But the event that outshone all the others, at 
least for Rozlynd and Torry, was the nightly dis- 
play of fireworks at the keep. They'd never even 
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imagined such things to be possible. So they 
both stood in awe as fiery rockets zigzagged 
into the night sky from their launchers atop 
the walls of the keep, their trails crisscrossing 
as they streaked upwards. 

Josat explained that the rockets largely 
burned themselves out before falling to earth 
again, leaving only a small cone to drop from 
the sky. Children who found these cones could 
present them at the keep and claim prizes. 

Torry waited eagerly for one to fall into their 
little yard, and then, when none did, begged 
to be allowed to search the streets. Rozlynd 
finally allowed him to go in the company of the 
Sheppards’ grandchildren, but he still returned 
empty-handed. 

On the second night, however, just as he was 
about to go out into the streets again, they heard 
something strike the paving stones on the path 
that led from the tavern back to the cottages. 
They hurried over to discover a small, charred 
cone, still trailing wisps of smoke. After waiting 
impatiently for it to cool, Torry picked it up 
triumphantly. 

Rozlynd had assumed that he would have 
to wait until morning to claim his prize, but 
Mathelde said that the guards at the keep would 
give it to him now, and he took off eagerly with 
the Sheppards’ grandchildren. 

Rozlynd was playing that evening at the tav- 
ern, but until she saw Torry come in with 
Mathelde, she was unable to concentrate on 
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her music. It made her very nervous to think 
of her brother having any connection at all with 
the keep, even during this festive time. 

When she took a break from her playing, Torry 
eagerly showed her his prize: a set of carved 
wooden pieces that could be used to construct 
various things. The set was quite large and 
looked costly. Apparently Mathelde had been 
right when she'd said that Lord Justan spared 
no expense for the festival. 

Of course, she thought sourly, he does have 
a lot of gold: Dammai gold, stolen from her 
people by his murderous ancestor. 

Torry also announced that he’d decided to 
become a soldier instead of a sailor. The guards 
had apparently showed them around the garri- 
son and he was fascinated by their uniforms 
and their weaponry. 

Rozlynd managed to keep her silence—but 
just barely. The thought of her brother one day 
fighting Justan’s wars angered her beyond rea- 
son. 


Rozlynd scrutinized her reflection in the mir- 
ror. Her cottage did not boast such an amen- 
ity, so she had come over to Mathelde’s to see 
how her new dress looked. It was perfect, she 
thought: modestly high-necked and quite plain, 
but made of a wonderfully soft, rich wool in a 
deep ruby shade that set off her flawless skin 
and her shining black curls. 

Mathelde made appreciative sounds, then 
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said, “I know ye said ye dinna want to wear 
those jewels Lord Justan gave ye, but dearie, 
they'd look just so fine with that dress.” 

Rozlynd nodded. She’d been thinking the 
same thing herself. 

“And his Lordship will prob’ly expect ye to 
wear them,” Mathelde added for good measure. 

That was also true, Rozlynd thought—and it 
was for that reason that she didn’t want to wear 
them. On the other hand, though, not wearing 
them might make it appear that she knew they 
were Dammai and was afraid to be seen in 
them. 

“I’m going to wear them,” she announced to 
Mathelde. What difference did it make, after 
all? She was sure that Justan must have already 
guessed her identity, so perhaps it was time to 
issue a Challenge of sorts. She couldn’t try to 
avoid the matter forever, could she? 

Lately, it seemed that she’d been chafing 
against her own cowering fears. Such fear did 
not come naturally to her, and she’d had quite 
enough of it lately. But there were times recently 
when she felt an almost irrational urge to chal- 
lenge Justan’s right to dominate her life. 

Somewhat bemused by all this courage, she 
returned to the cottage and put on the necklace 
and bracelet. “Dammai jewelry and a Dammai 
lythra,” she murmured to herself. “Perhaps I 
should just add a sign pinned to my back.” 

Then she put on her beautiful new fur- 
trimmed cloak and pulled on the matching fur 
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mittens, and after gathering up her lythra, went 
out to meet the waiting Sheppards. Torry had 
been left in the care of their son and daughter- 
in-law for the night. 

By the time they passed through the gates 
of the keep, Rozlynd was viewing this evening 
with a strange sense of fatalism. She stared up 
at the dark tower, and for one brief blink of 
an eye, thought that she saw a soft glow. She 
looked quickly around her, but it was apparent 
that no one else had seen it. The guards were 
busy checking invitations and issuing instruc- 
tions, and the other guests were all greeting 
each other and chatting. 

She looked up again, but the tower remained 
dark. Still, she was certain that it had glowed 
briefly, because she’d felt an answering glow 
within herself, a sort of rush of warmth and 
energy not unlike that she’d experienced when 
the cart had threatened them. 

And she felt too that connectedness with the 
tower, that allure that always drew her gaze 
to it and whispered to her body to follow as 
well. How she wanted to get up there! But the 
practical side of her nature told her that she 
could not take undue risks. There would be 
other opportunities, and besides, as much as 
she wanted to see what the tower held, she was 
also very fearful of what she'd find there. 

She had hoped to be seated with Josat and 
Mathelde, but those hopes were dashed mo- 
ments after they entered the great hall. How 
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the officious servant spotted her in the crowd 
that was streaming in, she couldn’t imagine, but 
she was quickly whisked away to be seated at 
the long head table on a raised dais at one end 
of the huge room. 

She managed an appropriate response to this 
unwanted honor and took some small comfort 
from the fact that at least she was nowhere near 
the ornate chair that was obviously meant for 
Lord Justan. In fact, they would be completely 
invisible to each other. 

But it was also clear that any hopes she’d 
had of sneaking quietly away to find the tow- 
er had been stymied by this seating arrange- 
ment. While Justan might not be able to see 
her, everyone else in the hall would. 

She quickly discovered that those around her 
were also performers, and that they were always 
honored in this way. There were several min- 
strels, a juggler, a small troupe of actors and a 
group of dancers. An imperious looking member 
of the keep’s staff came to tell them the order of 
their performances, and Rozlynd learned that 
she would be last. That was the final blow to 
her plan to seek out the tower, since she couldn't 
be certain just when her presence would be 
required. 

Those around her all seemed to know who 
she was, and they tended to treat her in one of 
two ways. Either they showed her a reverence 
that some might find flattering, or they seemed 
to shrink away from her and nervously avoid 
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eye contact. She’d already seen both reactions 
before. 

She didn’t realize that she’d grown accus- 
tomed to the tumult in the hall until it quickly 
began to quiet down. Then there was much 
scraping of chairs as the assemblage stood. 

Justan entered alone, striding down the length 
of the hall. Rozlynd drew in her breath sharp- 
ly. On the two previous occasions when she'd 
seen him, he’d been dressed richly but simply. 
Tonight, however, he was resplendent—every 
inch the Jord in a pure white uniform bedecked 
- with much gold braid that accentuated his wide 
shoulders. 

Suspended on a heavy gold chain around his 
neck was a large disc of gold, and as he came 
closer, it was that disc that drew her full atten- 
tion. This time, she drew in her breath so sharp- 
ly that she felt those around her stirring curi- 
ously. And Justan chose that moment to look 
her way as he approached the dais. 

The bitter bile of anger arose in her. She’d 
never seen the Val-Dammai, of course—but 
she’d heard it described many times. It was 
the symbol that had been worn for centuries 
by the elected rulers of her people. 

After their flight, those who remained alive 
decided against electing new rulers until they 
could once again live in their true home. And 
over the long years of exile, the Dammai had 
always spoken with longing of a time when they 
might be able to return to Katandi and once 
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again place a king and queen on the throne. 

She stared at the disc, her hands clenched 
in helpless fury. How dare this man, whose 
ancestor had murdered her people—who wasn’t 
Dammai—wear it! For one brief moment when 
their eyes met, she was sure he must be wearing 
it this night to challenge her. But then, as he 
stepped up to the dais and turned away from 
her, reason prevailed. Obviously, he must wear 
it for all formal occasions. No one else was 
remarking on it. 

Before taking his seat, Justan bade welcome 
to the assemblage and gave the traditional greet- 
ings to the New Year. When she had met him 
before, she had been somewhat surprised at 
how softly he spoke. His voice was deep and 
had an almost hypnotic quality to it. And 
tonight, even though he raised it to be heard 
throughout the silent room, that same quality 
remained. 

When he had finished his brief speech, the 
crowd broke into a huge roar of applause and 
whistles and shouts. Rozlynd did not join in, 
which caused a few more glances to be sent her 
way by those around her. 

The feast was the most lavish she’d ever seen 
and was served with almost unbelievable effi- 
ciency, given the numbers gathered in the hall. 
Dishes familiar to her were better prepared than 
she’d ever had, and there were many wonderful 
new ones as well. She was still too angry to do 
justice to this feast, but no one remarked on 
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that, since as performers, none of them were 
overindulging, either. 

Course after course was brought to the tables, 
with intervals allowed between them for proper 
‘digestion. The wine flowed freely, but Rozlynd 
saw no one becoming drunk and was reminded 
of Mathelde’s remark that Justan didn’t allow his 
men to drink heavily. Few people in her village 
overindulged, either, but she’d seen enough on 
her journey here to know that drunkenness was 
a very common state of affairs in most places. 

By the time the long meal was over and the 
performances had begun, Rozlynd had calmed 
down enough to wonder at the strength of her 
anger. She’d never been a person given to black 
rages. Neither had she believed herself to be 
coming to Katandi with revenge in mind. She 
had come here only because it was home—and 
the only place she could think of to go after the 
destruction of her village. 

And yet it seemed now that the anger had 
been building within her almost from the day 
of her arrival. 

What is happening to me? she asked her- 
self. At first, I thought I wanted to discover the 
source of Dammai power only as a matter of 
curiosity, or perhaps because I felt that I owed 
it to my people to learn our history. But now? 
What did she want now? 

While she sat there wrestling uneasily with 
thai question, the other performers sang and 
danced and otherwise entertained the appre- 
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ciative audience. And then it was her turn. 

A servant brought out an ornately carved, 
cushioned stool as she picked up her lythra 
and walked to the cleared space in the center of 
the room. She’d noticed that all the other per- 
formers had bowed or curtsied to Lord Justan 
before commencing their acts. As she walked 
to the center of the suddenly hushed hall, she 
decided that she would not acknowledge this 
man who had dared to wear the symbol of her 
people. Instead, she simply took her seat and 
began to play. 

The lythra took on a magic that was felt not 
only by Rozlynd, but by all present. Her fin- 
gers had never been so nimble and the sound 
had never been so pure. Much later, when she 
thought back on this night, she became certain 
that magic had touched it. 

When she looked up occasionally, the audi- 
ence had become a blur of faces. She couldn't 
see even those closest to her clearly. And yet 
she was untroubled by it. And throughout her 
performance, it seemed that there were strange 
echoes in the great hall, or that other musicians 
were playing as well, the sounds of their lythras 
weaving in and out of her own music. 

She had no idea how long she’d played, but her 
fingers finally began to ache from the effort, and 
the trancelike state faded. She finished with a 
brief song of her own composition, then stood to 
a silence that went on for many seconds before it 
was broken by thunderous applause that finally 
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brought her completely back to herself. 

She bowed slightly, ‘as she always did after 
her performances at the tavern, turning this 
way and that to acknowledge the continuing 
applause. When she turned his way, she found 
Justan standing and applauding like everyone 
else. Their eyes met briefly, but she could read 
nothing in his expression. 

She returned to her place at the table, want- 
ing only to go home and try to understand what 
had just happened. She felt utterly drained of 
emotion and almost physically weak. When a 
servant brought her a glass of wine, she drank 
thirstily. 

And within moments, she collapsed onto the 
floor. 


“Are you certain that she hasn’t been harmed 
by the potion?” Justan asked, staring at the life- 
less form on the bed. 

“Quite certain, m’lord. I gave her only enough 
to put her to sleep. She'll sleep the night through 
and awaken in the morning with something very 
much like a hangover from wine.” 

Justan continued to stare at her. Her wide, 
dark eyes were closed and he was robbed of 
their impact, but that was probably for the best, 
since he could still remember the anger he’d 
seen in them earlier. His gaze dropped to the 
Dammnai jewels he’d given her, and he won- 
dered if she knew they'd once belonged to her 
people. Probably she did. He was sure she’d 
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recognized the Val-Dammai he wore. 

“Her friends are waiting outside,” he told the 
physician. “You know what to tell them.” 

The man nodded. “As we agreed, m'lord. 
The strain of her performance coupled with 
too much wine—and perhaps a belated case of 
the sickness so prevalent recently.” 

They went to the small anteroom where Josat 
and Mathelde waited fearfully, and Justan 
stood there quietly while his physician lied. 
He thought the Sheppards would accept it; 
the man was known to be the finest in the 
land. When he had finished and Justan saw the 
relief on their faces, he hastened to assure them 
that he was assuming personal responsibility for 
her care and would send them word tomorrow 
about her condition. 

After they had left, Justan followed the phy- 
sician back into the bedchamber as he checked 
on her once again and then departed, saying 
that he would send his assistant to stay the 
night with her, even though it wasn’t really nec- 
essary. 

Justan remained behind, unable to take his 
eyes off her. His plan had succeeded, although 
he had no idea how long he could hope to keep 
her here or how he was going to persuade her 
to tell him the truth. 

His mind drifted back to her performance. If 
he’d had any remaining doubts about her ori- 
gins, they'd been swept away in those moments. 
Despite the problems it presented, he'd felt 
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relieved to know that others had heard what 
he’d heard and felt what he’d felt. Dammai 
magic had been set loose in his keep. 

More than once in the past few hours, the 
voice of reason had whispered to him that she 
should be killed. He wasn’t a cruel man, but he’d 
never had any compunction about dispatching 
his enemies before—and this woman could not 
be anything but an enemy. And yet he could 
not do it. 

Hearing a sound, he turned, expecting to find 
the physician’s assistant. But it was Hallen who 
stood there, his gaze going immediately to 
Rozlynd. Justan knew that both Hallen and 
Raina were fond of her and wondered if that 
was going to cause him problems. 

“Is she all right?” Hallen asked. 

Justan nodded. The captain knew what had 
happened, although his wife did not. “Tadiz 
was careful. She'll suffer no more in the morn- 
ing than those who had too much wine.” 

“No one who heard her play this night has 
any doubt that she’s Dammai,” Hallen said soft- 
ly, his eyes remaining on the still form on the 
bed. “Many thought they heard ghost instru- 
ments being played.” 

Suddenly, a possible plan occurred to Justan. 
He smiled, appreciating the irony of using her 
own talents to keep her here. 

“Do you think they fear or hate her?” 

Hallen turned to him. “Many fear her at this 
point—but hatred? I think not.” 
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“Still, fear can quickly turn to hate, can’t it? 
Her life could be in danger.” 

“Aye,” said Hallen slowly. “Although any who 
believe her to be Dammai are likely to fear the 
consequences of attacking her. Still, it could be 
the excuse you seek.” 

“It could at that,” Justan smiled. “The Shep- 
pards trust you. If you were to tell them that 
you fear for her safety—” 

The captain nodded, although Justan could 
see that he was deeply troubled. 

“She'll come to no harm from me, Hallen,” 
he stated. Then, after Hallen had gone, Justan 
stood there for a moment longer, once again 
staring at her. The truth he could not tell 
Hallen was that he too feared her. His fingers 
unconsciously clutched the golden disc on his 
chest. Then the physician’s assistant arrived and 
Justan hurriedly left the room. 


Rozlynd awoke in a confusion that quick- 
ly turned to dread. Her eyes refused to focus, 
with the result that the strange room was all 
the more frightening. Sensing the presence of 
someone else in the room, she remained still 
as her mind grappled with what had happened 
and where she could be. And she knew, some- 
how, that any movement at all would be pain- 
ful. 

Slowly, the memory of her performance came 
back to her: how it had seemed that her fingers 
had flown over the strings, plucking them witha 
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delicacy and a speed far beyond anything she’d 
accomplished before. And hadn’t there been 
something else as well—the sounds of other 
lythras weaving melodies around her own? 

She left off those thoughts because they fright- 
ened her, and tried to concentrate instead on 
what had happened after her performance. She 
remembered returning to her seat, feeling con- 
fused and drained. Then a servant had brought 
her some wine, which she’d drunk quickly. 

And then what? No matter how hard she tried, 
nothing beyond that moment would come back 
to her. 

She opened her eyes again—very carefully. 
The room was large and handsomely furnished, 
with rich wallhangings and heavy draperies at 
the windows. They were tightly drawn, so she 
had no way of knowing if it was night or day. 
The room was softly lit by oil lamps. The bed 
was big and comfortable and canopied with the 
same deep green fabric of the drapes. 

She wanted desperately to deny the evidence 
before her bleary eyes, but she knew she must 
be in the keep. But why was she still here? What 
had happened to her after the performance? 

Finally, she forced herself to turn her head 
slightly, knowing that someone was there and 
fearing that she would find a guard. She was 
sure that Justan must have taken her prisoner 
somehow and her thoughts were already turn- 
ing to Torry and what had happened to him. 

Even that small movement sent throbbing 
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pain through her head and her eyes became 
unfocused again. But she could see movement— 
and then she heard a familiar voice. 

“Rozlynd! You've awakened at last. I was 
about to go fetch Tadiz.” 

_ “Who?” Rozlynd croaked from a parched 

throat. By now, she could vaguely make out 
Raina’s form as the woman advanced to her 
bedside. 

“Tadiz is our physician. He took care of you 
last night after you collapsed. Do you remem- 
ber that?” 

Raina poured her some water from a bedside 
pitcher. “Here, drink this before you talk. Tadiz 
said you would probably be very thirsty when 
you awoke.” 

Raina held the cup to her lips and Rozlynd 
managed to hold herself up to drink from it, 
although not without more pain. After drink- 
ing a full cup, she fell back against the pillows 
again. 

“I collapsed?” she asked in a more normal 
voice. “I feel terrible. Everything hurts.” 

Raina murmured sympathetically and settled 
herself on the edge of the bed. “Yes, just after 
your performance. Everyone said that you 
played even better than before. Tadiz said it 
was probably the strain of the performance, 
plus the wine you drank afterwards. It seems 
that a servant gave you the stronger wine that 
some of the men were drinking, and you drank 
it very fast. 
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“He also said that you might have the winter 
sickness everyone has had recently.” 

Rozlynd concentrated on her remark about 
the wine. It seemed to her now that it had tasted 
somewhat different, although she couldn't be 
sure. She was sure, however, that she had indeed 
drunk it very fast. 

“Justan insisted that you be cared for here, of 
course, and he explained the situation to your 
friends, the Sheppards. They said they would 
take care of your brother.” 

Rozlynd heard all this, but she felt herself 
beginning to drift off again. She didn’t doubt 
that Raina was telling her the truth as she knew 
it, but she did doubt that she had simply col- 
lapsed from the strain of performing or from 
the wine. 

“Were you there when I played?” Rozlynd 
asked as she continued to fight sleep. 

“No, the baby was restless, so I stayed with 
her. But I wish I could have been there. Hallen 
said you were wonderful.” 

But Rozlynd barely heard her as she floated 
down into sleep again. 


Torry and Mathelde arrived late in the after- 
noon. By this time, Rozlynd was feeling well 
enough to have taken a bath with the assistance 
of a young maid. Raina had provided her with 
a change of clothing, and she'd actually eaten 
a bit, but was beginning to feel slightly queasy 
as a result. Her head still ached, but at least the 
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double vision was gone. All in all, it was a great 
Improvement. 

Torry came bounding into the room, his eyes 
alight with the wonders of the keep and the 
elegance of her room. With the usual self- 
centeredness of children, he was unconcerned 
about her. Instead, he exclaimed in delight at 
her big bed and immediately jumped onto it 
and began to bounce, making her already touchy 
stomach worse and her head throb even more 
painfully. 

Mathelde shooed him off the bed and asked 
how she felt. 

“Terrible,” she pronounced, secretly gratified 
to see a sudden frown on her rambunctious 
brother’s face. “But I’m sure I'll live.” 

““Twas that wine, dearie. Why that boy gave 
ye such strong wine, I'll never know. Lord Justan 
should punish him for that, but he’s known to be 
very lax with his servants.” 

Rozlynd made a noncommittal sound. She 
was somewhere between believing the story 
she’d been given and a certainty that Justan 
had had a hand in it somewhere. Only time 
would tell. If this was a plot of his, then it was 
because he intended to keep her prisoner here. 

“I'll come home tomorrow,” she told Mat- 
helde. “I do feel much better already.” 

“I like coming here,” Torry put in, as though 
suggesting that she should stay. 

“Why?” Rozlynd asked, eyeing her brother 
curiously. Surely he was too young to feel what 
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she felt in this place of their ancestors. 

Torry shrugged. “It’s big and it’s nice and I 
just like it.” 

She wanted to ask him if he felt different in 
any way, but decided against it. He was too 
young to define his feelings that precisely, and 
besides, she didn’t want to draw him into this. 

“Lord Justan said I could come back anytime 
I want,” Torry announced with a touch of 
smugness. 

“Oh?” Rozlynd tried to disguise her alarm as 
she turned to Mathelde. 

“We met the captain and Lord Justan as we 
were coming up here,” Mathelde explained. 

“He’s going to take me to see his dogs when 
we leave here,” Torry went on, his tone suggest- 
ing that that should be as soon as possible. 

Rozlynd felt like choking her brother, but 
she understood his feelings. He hadn’t worried 
about her because she’d never been sick before, 
and his lack of concern also showed how well 
he’d adjusted to his new life. And neither could 
she fault him for wanting to see the dogs. She 
knew how he loved them, and she’d been think- 
ing about getting him a puppy to replace the 
dog he'd lost. 

As though picking up on her thoughts, Torry 
spoke up again. “He says there'll be puppies in 
the spring and I can come to see them, too. 
D’you suppose he’d give me one?” 

Rozlynd wasn’t about to “suppose” anything 
where Justan was concerned, and furthermore, 
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she was increasingly suspicious of his apparent 
kindness toward Torry. 

“Those puppies will be very valuable,” Mat- 
helde told him. “Lord Justan raises samsets. 
They were supposed to have been the favorite 
dogs of the Dammai.” 

“‘T've never heard of them,” Rozlynd said. 
“What do they look like?” 

“Much like wolves,” Mathelde told her. “Their 
fur is gray in the summer and pure white in the 
winter.” 

Rozlynd was remembering a badly faded tap- 
estry that had belonged to her father’s family. 
It had been used to carry the few belongings 
they'd taken with them when they fled Katandi. 
There were wolflike animals in it, gray with 
white tips on their fur. 

It was, she thought bitterly, just one more part 
of her heritage that now belonged to Justan. 

“Can we go see them now?” Torry pleaded. 

Rozlynd looked at Mathelde. “Will you go 
with him?” 

“Of course, dearie. Don’t fret yerself. I'll keep 
him close.” 

As she watched them leave, Rozlynd thought 
that however determined Mathelde might be 
to protect Torry and her, she was certainly no 
match for the Lord of Katandi. 
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“Lord Justan sends his respects and asks if 
you're feeling well enough to see him.” The 
liveried youth bowed to her. He was the same 
boy who had brought her the jewelry. 

“Tell him I would be pleased to see him,” 
Rozlynd stated, although she was anything but. 

The youth left and Rozlynd sank into a chair 
before the fire. She was feeling much better, 
but she didn’t yet feel up to a confrontation 
with Justan. She’d slept again after Mathelde 
and Torry left, then had forced herself to eat a 
light supper. Tadiz, the physician, had stopped 
by to see her and had suggested that another 
few days’ rest would be beneficial. 

Although she didn’t say so, Rozlynd had no 
intention of staying at the keep another day. 
Tomorrow, she planned to return to her cot- 
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tage. She was, in any event, impatient with ill- 
ness of any kind, a trait very common to those 
who are rarely ill. 

As she had begun to feel better, that deep, 
burning anger was returning as well, and she 
was convinced that whatever was in the tower 
was responsible for it. She certainly had reason 
to be angry with Justan for having usurped what 
rightfully belonged to her people—but what she 
felt went beyond reason and, therefore, was 
dangerous. 

Her budding friendship with Raina would per- 
mit her to return and she would find a way to get 
to the tower—but for now, she wanted only to 
get away. 

She had left the door to her rooms open, and 
when she heard a sound, she turned in her 
chair to see not only Justan, but also Hallen 
and Raina enter the room. Fear clutched at her 
when she saw the look on Raina’s face. It was 
obvious that she was greatly disturbed about 
something. 

Justan politely inquired after her health and 
expressed his regret over the mistake involv- 
ing the wine. Rozlynd watched him carefully, 
but his expression betrayed nothing beyond his 
words. She thanked him for his solicitude and 
waved away the servant’s mistake. 

Raina took the other chair at the hearth and 
Hallen stood behind her. Justan planted him- 
self in front of the fire, facing her. She waited 
in nervous silence, certain that they had not 
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come here just to reassure themselves about 
her health. 

“Hallen has learned some very disturbing 
news,” Justan said. “It would appear that you 
have some enemies.” 

Rozlynd stared at him in disbelief. “Enemies? 
What do you mean?” 

Hallen took over smoothly—too smoothly, she 
thought. She’d been foolish to have trusted him 
at all. 

“The word around the city is that you are 
Dammai. Most people are merely intrigued by 
the possibility, but others are . . . disturbed.” 

“Disturbed in what way?” Rozlynd asked, sti- 
fling an anger that didn’t bear close examina- 
tion at this point. 

It was Justan who answered her. “They believe 
you are a sorceress.” 

Rozlynd made a derisive sound. “I’m no sor- 
ceress. It’s true that some have come to me 
believing that I have the power to heal, but I 
have nothing more than herbs to offer them— 
the same herbs used by your own healers.” 

Justan arched one dark brow. “There was also 
the matter of that runaway cart.” 

She refused to be intimidated by this man. 
“What about it? Surely youre not suggest- 
ing that that was the work of my so-called 
enemies?” 

“No, I wasn’t suggesting that. The men fol- 
lowing it said that it was headed straight for 
you, and then suddenly turned away when you 
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raised your hand.” He paused briefly. “They 
also told a tale of strange lights that seemed 
to pour from your fingers.” 

She fixed her gaze steadily upon him. “I saw 
no such lights, and if I did raise my hand, it 
was no more than the kind of gesture anyone 
might make to protect herself. If they claim 
they saw more than that, they were probably 
drunk, which may be how the cart got away 
from them in the first place.” 

They stared at each other in silence for a very 
long time, and for one brief moment, Rozlynd 
thought she saw a gleam of amusement in his 
gray eyes. But surely she was mistaken. 

“The fact remains that your life might be in 
danger,” Justan said finally. “Even your playing 
last night caused many to invoke the name of 
the Dammai.” 

“The Dammai are all dead—as you should 
know very well, since it was your ancestor who 
killed them.” She spoke with thinly veiled con- 
tempt even as a part of her wondered at her 
continued recklessness. But what choice did she 
have? 

Another long silence followed that, and then 
Raina spoke. Rozlynd had all but forgotten the 
presence of Raina and Hallen. 

“Rozlynd, Justan thinks that you should re- 
main here until those who may be plotting 
against you can be found and dealt with. I 
think he’s right. You would be safe here in the 
keep—and your brother could join you.” 
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So there it was—and it was obviously well- 
rehearsed, too. Rozlynd was inclined to think 
that Raina was innocent of any deception and 
only genuinely concerned for her safety, al- 
though the same could probably not be said 
for her husband. 

They had trapped her well. She had seen fear 
on the faces of a few people, and she knew 
that fear could so easily become hatred. And 
if she insisted upon returning home, she could 
be placing not just herself, but Torry as well, in 
danger. : 

She stared into the fire, doing her best to 
ignore Justan’s presence as she thought about 
it. She was nearly sure that this was nothing 
more than a ruse to make her a willing prisoner 
in the keep—but what if she was wrong? If it 
were only her, she could insist upon leaving and 
take her chances. But she could not put Torry’s 
life at risk. 

“IT have my work,” she said, temporizing even 
though she knew there was no way out of this 
mess. “Playing at the tavern and selling herb- 
al potions. I must support my brother and 
myself.” 

“There’s no reason why you can’t continue 
to play,” Justan said reasonably. “The men can 
escort you back and forth and since the tavern 
is well-known to be frequented by them, no one 
would attempt to harm you there. 

“And as to your potions, I’m sure that Tadiz 
could use your help. He has a surgery here at 
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the keep where he treats my men and their 
families.” 

“And Torry could come here as well?” she 
asked. 

“Of course. I think he might enjoy it. I took 
him to the kennels earlier and more or less 
promised him a puppy in the spring—subject 
to your approval, of course.” 

“Why should you be concerning yourself with 
Torry and me?” she asked, knowing that she 
was catching him off-guard with the question. 

Something flashed in his gray eyes briefly, 
but then the polite mask returned. “There are 
several reasons. You are newly come to Katandi 
and without family, which makes you more 
vulnerable. And your playing has brought me 
great pleasure. Besides, Raina already thinks of 
you as a friend, and she is my cousin.” 

“And you may be Dammai.” The words were 
unspoken—but Rozlynd heard them nonethe- 
less. If the captain and Raina hadn’t been there, 
she might have said them herself. But this, she 
knew, was between Justan and her. 

She agreed that she and Torry would live at 
the keep temporarily, then feigned tiredness to 
hasten their departure. Raina hugged her and 
said how happy she would be to have her here, 
and Rozlynd knew that she meant it. Justan 
wished her a good night, and once more, their 
eyes met and held. Curiously, she saw none of 
the triumph there that she had expected—and 
that made her wonder if in fact she had been 
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wrong about his scheming to keep her here. 

She thought about that after they had gone. 
Having pledged himself to her safety, Justan 
was scarcely likely to have her killed here in 
his keep. If that had been his plan, he could 
have accomplished it far more easily outside 
the keep, where her death could be blamed on 
her supposed enemies. 

But what, then, did he want from her? She 
knew he was attracted to her, but she couldn't | 
believe this was merely a carefully planned 
seduction. : 

Warmed by the fire, she fell into a light doze, 
then snapped awake again as she began to drift 
into one of those disturbing dreams. And in that 
moment, she understood what it was that he 
wanted. 

He wanted her powers—the powers he be- 
lieved she already possessed, or could possess 
if she were to unlock the secrets of her people 
that lay within this keep. She should not have 
let herself forget that he was first and foremost 
bent on conquest. 

Was it possible that he might know some- 
thing about those powers himself? After all, he 
was a direct descendant of Kargan, who had 
certainly known about the Dammai’s powers. 
Did he know what was in that tower? If he 
wanted to keep it secret, putting forth some sto- 
ry about its being unsafe would make sense. 

She wondered if Justan might truly fear her, 
as she’d suspected before. If he believed her to 
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be Dammai, and knew that Dammai magic was 
real, he must fear her. Unless, of course, he 
was arrogant enough to believe that he could 
control her and use her magic himself. 

That familiar rage stirred within her again. 
This man already had all that was rightfully 
hers—and now he would seize her powers as 
well. 

I must get to that tower, she thought. I must 
discover if it holds the secrets of the Dammai. 
Only then will I know how to proceed. 


Torry was excited about staying at the keep, 
and it quickly became apparent to Rozlynd that 
Justan had made a very great impression on 
him—although his rank apparently had not. 
Justan had promised him a puppy. Justan had 
said he could go with him on a hunting trip 
if Rozlynd approved. Justan had said that he 
could indeed become a soldier one day. Justan, 
Justan, Justan. 

Rozlynd had to clench her teeth and bear all 
this with a smile. For the first time, she realized 
just how much her brother needed a man in 
his life—and would need one even more as he 
grew older. Josat was kind to him, but he was 
somewhat crippled and therefore unable to do 
many of the things a boy wants to do. 

“He hasn't stopped talking about his Lord- 
ship since he met him,” Mathelde said when 
Torry had run off to pack his belongings. “He’s 
very good with the wee ones. 'Tis a pity he 
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hasn't any of his own.” 

“Well, he can’t have Torry as an adopted son 
to turn into a soldier,” Rozlynd stated angrily. 
Then she turned to face the older woman. 

“Mathelde, do you believe there are people 
who would harm me or Torry?” 

Mathelde heaved a sigh. “Mayhap there are. 
Some people fear what they canna understand.” 

“I just wish I could be sure this isn’t some 
trick of Justan’s,” Rozlynd said. “If it were only 
me, I'd stay here, but I can’t risk Torry’s life. I 
do want you to keep the cottage for us, though. 
I'll continue to pay you rent.” 

Mathelde said that of course she’d keep the 
cottage for them, then went on to praise Justan 
for his concern and kindness, saying that he’d 
never stoop to such a trick. Rozlynd didn’t 
bother trying to argue with her, knowing it 
to be pointless. Mathelde, like most residents 
of Katandi, seemed to believe that Justan could 
do no wrong—except for his war-making, that 
is, and most of them forgave him for that. 

After Mathelde had gone, Rozlynd sat Torry 
down for a serious talk. From the moment 
she’d discovered how her brother felt about 
Justan, Rozlynd had begun to suspect that 
Justan might use the boy’s affection to gain 
information from him. 

She chose her words very carefully, explaining 
that she understood how he felt about Justan, 
but he must be very careful not to tell him the 
truth about them. 
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“That must remain our secret, Torry.” 

“But Uncle Josat and Aunt Mathelde know,” 
Torry protested. 

“Yes, but I didn’t tell them until we knew 
them well—and we don’t know Justan well.” 

She could not bring herself to say that Justan 
could never be trusted and might kill them if 
he knew. She settled instead for Torry’s heart- 
sworn oath that he would say nothing, and 
would tell her right away if Justan began to 
ask him such questions. 

Servants from the keep arrived to carry their 
belongings, and Rozlynd and Torry were quick- 
ly settled into a large apartment not far from 
that of Hallen and Raina—and close to Justan’s 
quarters and the tower as well. By questioning 
the servants, Rozlynd learned that this section 
of the huge keep had always been set aside 
for the use of the lord’s family. She suspected 
that she was being granted this honor in order 
that Justan and probably Hallen too could keep 
a close eye on her. But it occurred to her as 
well that he might want her to be near the 
tower, to see if she would attempt to go up 
there. 

Her dreams returned—but they were differ- 
ent this time. She still could not remember 
them when she awoke, but she carried a sense 
of unimaginable power with her from that 
dreamscape. And during her waking hours, 
there was scarcely a moment when she wasn’t 
aware of the tall tower looming over her. 
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For the first few days, she made no attempt 
to get into the tower, but instead familiarized 
herself with the layout of the keep and the com- 
ings and goings of servants and others in that 
section of the sprawling building. 

She also tried to determine Justan’s sched- 
ule, so she would know when he was likely 
to be in his apartment. It wasn’t difficult to 
do, since everyone seemed to know where he 
was at any given time. She found this vaguely 
irritating, since she still could not bring herself 
to assign the degree of importance to him that 
all others did. 

Residents of the keep gathered together in a 
smaller dining hall for the evening meal, adults 
and children alike. There was no formality to 
these occasions, however. Children scampered 
about and although Justan was accorded some 
deference, it was no more than would be shown 
to a family patriarch. 

Rozlynd made certain that she was seated as 
far from Justan as possible, but the same could 
not be said for Torry. From the first evening, 
he abandoned her to sit at Justan’s side. As she 
watched the two of them, Rozlynd continued to 
worry about Justan’s influence over her broth- 
er. But there was little she could do except to 
WOITy. 

She continued to play three evenings a week 
at the tavern, escorted there and back by Justan’s 
men. Raina had volunteered to look after Torry 
in her absence, but it soon became apparent 


135 


Saranne Dawson 


that most of his time was being spent in Justan’s 
company. 

The Sword and Bow was filled as always, 
but those who came did so only to hear her 
play, not to threaten her in any way. Once, 
a man did approach her as she rested, but it 
was only to beg for her help in curing his sick 
child, and several soldiers descended upon him 
very quickly. Feeling sorry for the distraught, 
frightened man, she told him to come to the 
surgery at the keep the following day. 

But he never came, and when she asked 
Mathelde about it, she learned that the child 
had died that very night. For many days, she 
found herself wondering if she might possess the 
powers that could have saved the child’s life. 

On the evenings when she was not perform- 
ing, she left the dining hall as early as possible, 
even though the others usually remained to talk 
and play various games. Torry lingered behind, 
and Rozlynd suspected that he was neglecting 
his studies, so one evening when she left, she 
instructed him to come back to their apartment 
within the hour. 

After more than an hour had passed without 
his appearing, she started back to the dining 
hall to get him. But no sooner had she left 
the apartment when she saw Justan and Torry 
coming down the hallway toward her. 

“Justan and I are going up on the wall,” Torry 
announced. “He says I can walk around with 
the guards.” 
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“You're neglecting your studies, Torry,” she 
admonished sternly. 

“I am not,” he replied. “Teacher says I’m one 
of her best students.” 

“There’s a full moon tonight, and with the 
snow, the view should be worth the walk,” 
Justan said. “Why don’t you join us as well?” 

So she gave in reluctantly and they went to 
get their cloaks, then met Justan. It was indeed 
a beautiful night as they walked across the vast 
courtyard and ascended the steps to the wall. 
Rozlynd, who hadn't been up here before, drew 
in a sharp breath at the sight before them. 

Katandi seemed even larger than she'd 
thought as it sprawled down the hillside from 
the keep and on into the wide valley. The city’s 
outer wall seemed miles away, and she could 
just barely make out the tiny figures of the 
guards as they patrolled along it. 

Torry began to point out the tavern and their 
cottage and his school and the hillside where 
the children gathered to ride their sleds. She 
dropped an arm across her brother's shoulders 
and enjoyed his innocent happiness, forgetting 
for the moment all her own troubles. 

“I like it here, Rozzie,” he finished happily. “I 
want to stay here forever.” 

“We will stay here, Torry—but not always in 
the keep, of course.” She added that for Justan’s 
benefit as well as for Torry’s. 

“But I want to stay in the keep—and Justan 
says we can.” 
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Rozlynd turned to look at the tall man beside 
her, and this time, she was sure that she saw a 
look of triumph on his face. She turned away 
quickly, trying to quell her anger, and in doing 
so, she found herself staring up at the dark tow- 
er, clearly cutlined against the bright heavens. 

Then the guards came along on their patrol 
and Torry reminded Justan of his promise that 
he could join them. Justan agreed, and one of 
the guards took off his tall helmet and put it 
on Torry, who then marched off with them. 
She watched him go, vowing once more that 
he would never become a soldier. 

She was so lost in her thoughts as she watched 
them disappear along the wide, curved wall, that 
several minutes passed before she realized that 
she was alone with Justan for the first time. 
The tension that was always there between 
them now became nearly unbearable. He finally 
broke it by saying that he was expecting visitors 
within the week, if the weather permitted. 

“Lord Malked has been my enemy in the past, 
but I'm hoping that we can form an alliance 
now. His lands lie to the east of here, and he 
would be a valuable ally when war comes.” 

“And must war come?” she asked, not bother- 
ing to hide her contempt. 

“Yes,” he said simply. “I have vowed to 
become King of the Medyars—and I will do 
so. 

“No matter how many of your people are 
killed,” she siated angrily. 
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“The people support me, Rozlynd,” he said 
evenly. “And my agents tell me that I have great 
support in other places as well.” 

“I don't want my brother to grow up to be a 
soldier,” she said angrily. “That isn’t the way of 
my people.” 

“It was once,” he said in that same quiet tone. 
“They too set out to rule all of the lands of the 
Medyars.” 

Rozlynd froze. So here it was. He had thrown 
out the challenge by lying about her people. 
There was no doubt in her mind that he was 
referring to the Dammai. 

“I know you're Dammai—however much you 
may try to deny it,” he said evenly. “As soon as 
I heard the stories about you, I had my agents 
look into it, and they found out that there had 
been a small group of people living in a hidden 
valley in the land of the Llantis. The story is that 
they came there many years ago from Katandi. 
I also know what happened to them. How did 
the two of you escape?” 

Rozlynd remained silent as her thoughts 
whirled. She was shocked that he could have 
found out all of it so easily. And his words 
brought back those terrible memories, so that 
now she saw below her not the city of Katandi, 
but her old village, burning in the night. 

“We were gathering herbs in the hills when 
the Llantis came,” she said in a tight voice. 
“They killed everyone and burned the village. 
My people had hidden gold and other supplies 
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in caves, and we used that to get ourselves here. 
There was... nowhere else to go.” 

She stopped abruptly, embarrassed at the 
tremor in her voice. She’d been so strong for 
so long now. Why had she allowed herself to 
show weakness before this man? 

She would not look at him, but she could feel 
his eyes on her. Then he turned back to stare 
out at the city. 

“My father told me that there’d been stories 
that some Dammai might have escaped, but I 
never credited them. It seemed to me that if 
they had, they would surely have come back 
before this.” 

“We were happy there—as long as the Llantis 
left us alone.” 

“What do you know of your people’s history?” 
he asked. 

“Enough to know that they weren't warlike,” 
she snapped. “And we're not sorcerers, either.” 

Then, with great relief, she saw Torry return- 
ing with the guards. “I must get him home. He 
has schoolwork.” 


Justan bade them good night in the hallway 
and returned to his own apartment, pausing 
only briefly at the locked door that led to the 
tower. He knew there was no way she could 
get up there on her own, and he was as yet 
unwilling to take her there. 

Whenever he thought about her—which was 
all too often-——-he found himself caught in a 
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tangled web of emotions. She was Dammai, 
and therefore a serious threat to him, but she 
was also the most desirable woman he’d ever 
known. 

Justan was accustomed to taking his pleas- 
ure with women and then giving them little 
thought. They satisfied his needs and warmed 
his bed—and then became invisible. And they 
were also invariably compliant and eager to 
please him. 

Rozlynd, however, barely acknowledged him 
as her lord and displayed a thinly veiled con- 
tempt toward him. “Compliant” was a word 
that would never be associated with her. She 
was possessed of a formidable will, not to men- 
tion the considerable courage it must have tak- 
en to come here after the death of her people. 

He thought about that single moment of 
vulnerability he’d seen when she'd told him 
about that, and how he'd wanted to take her 
into his arms and comfort her and promise her 
that she would never have to flee again. 

But he knew that what he’d seen had been 
no more than a momentary weakness in a very 
strong woman—and that led him to wonder 
what she would become if he allowed her to 
confront the very source of Dammai power. 


Her long-anticipated confrontation with Jus- 
tan had come and gone, and left Rozlynd very 
confused. She had a strong sense of something 
unfinished—never mind the fact that she had 
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come here hoping to be accepted and that 
seemed to have happened. 

Was it possible that Justan regarded her 
Dammai origins as nothing more than a curios- 
ity? Or that perhaps he felt some small amount 
of guilt over his brutal ancestor’s behavior 
toward her people? 

She began to doubt her theory that he in- 
tended to use her and her powers. It was pos- 
sible that he didn’t believe in Dammai sorcery 
at all, and that the tower contained nothing but 
dust and crumbling stone. 

A subtle but important change had come over 
the residents of the keep. She was treated with 
a respect that was almost the equal of that 
accorded to Justan himself, and frequent ref- 
erences were made to her Dammai heritage. 

She discovered that Torry now referred to 
himself quite proudly as being Dammai. When 
she questioned him about it, he told her that 
Justan had said he should be proud of his her- 
itage. Much of the time, he seemed to behave 
like the young heir to the keep. 

Four days after their conversation on the wall, 
Justan’s guests arrived. She knew about the 
arrival of Lord Malked very quickly, because 
one of his men was brought into the sur- 
gery suffering from chest pains and a ragged 
cough. Tadiz was away at the time, check- 
ing on the progress of a soldier wounded 
im arms practice. Rozlynd gave the man a 
potion and made a poultice he could apply 


142 


Awakenings 


‘as well. Then, when Tadiz returned, she left 
the surgery. 

No time seemed more propitious for attempt- 
ing to get into the tower. Justan and the staff 
would be preoccupied with their guests and even 
if she encountered anyone, they'd be unlikely, 
given the high level of activity, to report her 
presence in that area. 

Her dreams had continued and the seductive 
lure of the tower was unabated, but Rozlynd 
no longer expected to discover any great secret 
there. She was convinced that Justan’s accept- 
ance of her origins meant that Dammai sorcery 
was merely the stuff of legends. 

True to her expectations, the corridor was 
empty and silent. There were only two doors 
in this small corner of the keep and she knew 
that one must lead to the tower and the other 
to Justan’s apartment. The doors were identical 
and it was impossible for her to guess from 
their positions which one led up to the tower. 
So she paused before the first one and pressed 
her ear to it. Then, hearing nothing, she cau- 
tiously tried the gleaming brass handle. 

It was locked, and therefore told her nothing. 
She then tried the other one, after pausing to 
listen and hearing nothing but the rapid beating 
of her own heart. 

This door was unlocked, and when she care- 
fully pushed it open, she saw that she was in 
a small anteroom to Justan’s quarters. She 
stopped and listened again, wondering if she 
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could find the key to the tower. It seemed likely 
that it would be here someplace. 

Emboldened by her need to get to the tower 
and her certainty that Justan couldn't possibly 
show up anytime soon, Rozlynd slipped into his 
apartment and closed the door behind her. 

The anteroom opened into a large, richly fur- 
nished room hung with the most beautiful tap- 
estries she'd yet seen. They were so full of detail 
that she was slow to realize just what was being 
depicted in the vibrant colors. 

Her purpose for being here temporarily for- 
gotten, Rozlynd stood before the largest of them, 
staring at what was clearly a pictorial descrip- 
tion of the lives of the Dammai. 

It was all there, overwhelming in its abun- 
dance: the healers curing by the laying on of 
hands from which a blue-tinged white light 
issued, figures in the midst of farm fields, 
haloed hands raised to bring the rains or 
ward off the snows—and numerous battle 
scenes in which enemies tried to storm the 
city, but were driven back by figures standing 
on the walls, calling down bolts of blue-white 
lightning. 

There were many humbler scenes as well: 
dancing and eating and children playing. Many 
figures were playing lythras like the one 
she owned. And the wolflike samsets romped 
through many scenes. 

In the very center of the largest tapestry was a 
depiction of the keep itself. From the tall tower, 
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shafts of blue-white light poured forth, spilling 
into other scenes. 

Standing before this magnificent history of 
her people, Rozlynd felt that same surge of pow- 
er she'd felt the day of the runaway cart incident. 
She was no longer one of a people who had hid- 
den themselves away in a remote valley. She was 
no longer a terrified young woman fleeing to a 
place where she hoped she would be accepted. 
She was Dammai, and this place was hers. 

She tore herself away from the tapestry with 
great difficulty, but then immediately recalled 
why she’d come here. Assuming that if the key 
were here at all, it would be in his bedchamber, 
she went there. 

This room, too, was huge, and. contained 
the largest bed she’d ever seen. Its headboard 
reached nearly to the high ceiling and was the 
same richly carved black wood of the jewelry 
box and her lythra, and she saw the same 
strange figures that Justan had called “runes” 
carved into it. 

The room also contained three large chests, 
as well as a cupboard that nearly filled one wall. 
She had just begun to search the drawers of the 
first chest when she heard voices. 

She froze, then looked around desperately for 
a place to hide. The only places of concealment 
she could see were the huge cupboard and the 
space beneath the high bed. Uncertain what 
would be in the cupboard, she gathered her 
skirts about her and quickly slid beneath the 
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bed. Barely a moment later, she could see a 
large pair of highly polished boots approaching. 
A second pair followed in short order, and then 
she recognized Hallen’s voice. 

“His Lordship’s already inquiring about a 
woman to warm his bed,” the captain said with 
unconcealed disgust. 

“Why would you expect it to be otherwise?” 
Justan asked in the same tone. “At least the 
man’s true to his nature.” 

“He buried his wife only weeks ago,” Hallen 
stated. 

“That makes no difference to him. Malked 
has never demonstrated any sense of decency 
in the past, and since he wasn’t faithful to his 
wife when she was alive, it’s unlikely that he’d 
change now. 

“You'd better make some arrangement with 
a prostitute or he'll be after the women here.” 

“Like Rozlynd, for example?” Hallen asked. 

Justan chuckled. “Not even Malked would try 
to seduce a Dammai. Have you told your men to 
make sure his men find out about her?” 

_ “Malked should be hearing it soon enough,” 
Hallen responded. “I understand that one of his 
men already met her, in the surgery.” 

“Good. Now if only there were sore way to 
persuade the lady to act as though she'd rather 
be sharing my bed than plunging a dagger into 
my back. I'll ask her to play tomorrow night. 
Let Malked wait a while for his first glimpse of 
the legendary Dammai.” 
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“Tf she plays as she did at the festival, he'll have 
no doubts about her origins,” Hallen observed. 
“And I agree that that’s likely to bring him into 
line, all right. He’s heard the same stories about 
the Dammai that we have.” 

“If only I could be sure they're true,” Justan 
said. 

“And if only you could be sure of her coopera- 
tion,” Hallen added with a chuckle. 

Justan laughed. “There is that. The situation 
reminds me of that old saying about being wary 
of what you ask for, because you might get it.” 

Then the two men switched to a discussion 
of the upcoming negotiations with their guest. 
Rozlynd tuned them out as she concentrated on 
controlling her anger. So she had been right, 
after all. Justan did intend to use her for his 
own ends. He hoped to persuade Malked that 
he already had a powerful ally in her, a Dammai 
sorceress, and it sounded as though he thought 
he could use her as an ally in war as well. 

Huddled uncomfortably beneath the bed, 
she recalled that scene on the tapestry of 
the Dammai fighting off their enemies with 
lightning bolts. Could Justan actually believe 
she was capable of that? And if so, didn’t that 
suggest that he knew she-could regain the lost 
powers of her people? 

The two men moved back to the other room, 
then remained there. While she waited for them 
to leave the apartment, Rozlynd considered 
what to do. It would be difficult for her to 
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refuse his request that she play tomorrow 
night, and in any event, she doubted that 
would change things. Malked would already 
know of her existence. 

The scenes on that tapestry kept haunting 
her. A part of her very much wanted to reclaim 
the heritage of her people, but another part 
feared those powers greatly. She wanted them 
for the good uses to which they could be put, 
but she had no intention of aiding Justan in 
his wars. 

The men’s voices dwindled away, and then 
the outer door closed. She waited a few minutes 
longer to be sure he didn’t return. And as she 
waited, she smiled grimly at Justan’s remark 
about Malked’s being afraid to try to seduce 
her. It sounded to her as though he might be 
speaking for himself as well. However much 
he might want her, he too feared her—and that 
suited her just fine. 

She scrambled out from under the bed and 
resumed her search for the key, more deter- 
mined than ever to gain entry to the tower. If 
there were secrets of the Dammai locked away 
in the keep, they must be in the tower. And she 
was more than ever certain that Justan knew 
that. 

It is time, she thought, that I find more than 
mere legends to protect Torry and me. 

She found the key when she'd almost given 
up the search. In the very back of the big cup- 
board, beneath folded quilts was a sizable chest 
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in that ornately carved black wood. It took her a 
few moments to figure out how to open it, but 
when she did, she gasped in amazement. 

The large chest was filled with jewlery: 
necklaces, bracelets, rings—all of them clear- 
ly Dammai in design. On top were two large 
discs on gold chains. The one with the heavier 
gold chain was the Val-Dammai that Justan had 
worn at the festival. And beside it was a slightly 
smaller version on a more delicate chain. 

When the Dammai had been rulers of Katan- 
di, a king and queen had been elected for life. 
Each had his or her own sphere of influence, 
but they had ruled as equals. 

Before she quite realized what she was 
doing, Rozlynd had lifted the Queen’s Val- 
Dammai from the chest and slipped it over 
her head. It settled against her neck and 
chest. A strange, deep warmth suffused her, 
leaving her whole body with a tingling new 
self-awareness. 

Although she knew that he would undoubted- 
ly discover its absence at some point—perhaps 
even tomorrow night, if it was to be a formal 
occasion—Rozlynd could not bring herself to 
put it back. The moment she'd put it on, it had 
become as much a part of her as her hands 
and feet. 

Let him discover it, she thought angrily. How 
would he dare to try to reclaim it? 

Then she belatedly remembered why. she’d 
opened the chest in the first place and turned 
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her attention back to it. The key was fitted into 
a small pocket in the soft lining of the chest, 
and she had no doubt that it was the key to the 
tower. 

She hesitated for only a moment, realizing 
that when he discovered the missing Val- 
Dammai, he would also discover the missing 
key and know that she’d been to the tower. 
If he accused her of stealing both items, she 
would simply level an accusation of her own: 
that he had been keeping her from things that 
were rightly hers. 

She slipped the Val-Dammai beneath her 
dress, pocketed the key and replaced the chest, 
then went to the apartment door and listened to 
be sure no one was about. Moments later, she 
was fitting the key into the lock on the other 
door. It opened easily. 

Rozlynd gasped as a great weight suddenly 
pressed down on her. The pendant grew very 
warm against her skin. She grabbed at the door 
frame, fearing that she was about to faint. But 
then the feeling passed, leaving in its wake a 
growing sense of exhilaration. She stepped 
through the door and pulled it shut behind 
her, then ran up the twisting stone staircase, 
which, contrary to what she'd been told, was in 
excellent condition. With each step she took, she 
felt more exultant, until by the time she reached 
the door at the top, it seemed almost as though 


she were about to part company with her own 
body. 
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The upper door was closed, but not locked. 
She pushed it open, then stopped with her hand 
still raised. A new feeling washed over her— 
a far more powerful version of that sense of 
completeness she'd felt during the runaway cart 
incident. 

Before her stoed the object she’d seen in her 
dreams: a softly glowing obelisk. And as she 
stood there transfixed, she knew that shed 
found the secret of Dammai power, and there 
was now no going back. 

She walked slowly toward the obelisk, feeling 
a gentle heat and then hearing a low, humming 
sound that seemed to come simultaneously 
from the obelisk and from within her. She 
stopped before it and her hands came up in 
slow motion to touch the glowing surface. 
Deep within the obelisk, strange symbols were 
appearing. 


When she returned to consciousness, she was 
kneeling on the floor at the base of the obelisk, 
her hands still resting against its warm, smooth 
surface. It continued to glow, but not so bright- 
ly, and when she took her hands away, the light 
became dimmer still. 

She got slowly to her feet, swaying a bit. She 
felt different—herself, but more than herself. 
And she also felt fear. 

“What have I done?” she murmured, her 
voice echoing in the silence of the round stone 
chamber. 
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But there was no answer. She knew only that 
she had set herself upon a course from which 
there was no possible retreat. 

Slowly, it came to her that she must have 
been up here for some time. As the light from 
the obelisk faded, the tower room became dark, 
lit only by rapidly dimming light from outside. 

She made her way back down the winding 
stairs, then paused at the door to listen for 
sounds in the hallway. When she heard noth- 
ing, she opened the door, then quickly relocked 
it and hurried away to her own quarters. 

Torry wasn’t there, and she realized that 
he must be at dinner. She should have been 
hungry herself, because she hadn’t eaten since 
breakfast. But she felt no need for sustenance. 
Instead, as her exhilaration drained away, she 
became so exhausted that she could just barely 
manage to drag herself to bed. 
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Rozlynd’s flying fingers grew still, and the final 
echoes from the lythra were lost in the rafters 
of the great hall. As before, there was a long 
silence—and then noisy applause. She stood 
and bowed, turning slowly to face all the guests 
before ending with a bow to Justan and his guest 
of honor. Unfortunately, in avoiding Justan’s 
gaze, her eyes met the glittering dark eyes of 
Lord Malked. 

She averted her gaze quickly and stifled the 
revulsion she felt toward the man. There had 
never been a time in her life when she'd felt 
such disgust toward anyone. In fact, like other 
violent emotions she’d fallen prey to lately, her 
reaction to him seemed out of proportion to the 
man himself, however unpleasant his appear- 
ance and behavior. 

Justan surprised her by stepping quickly down 
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from the dais to escort her back to the seat at his 
side. As she accepted his arm, she noticed his 
gaze resting briefly on the very spot where the 
Val-Dammai lay between her breasts, hidden 
by the high-necked gown. Had he discovered 
it missing already? He wasn’t wearing his pen- 
dant, even though he was dressed formally. 
She thought perhaps its absence was due to 
an effort not to irritate Lord Malked, since 
he would probably know as well as Justan 
himself that it was intended to be worn by 
the king. 

As soon as she was seated, Malked leaned 
across from his seat on the other side of Justan 
and began to praise her playing. The man was 
totally repulsive, the more so now for being 
quite drunk. He was short and squat, although 
she didn’t doubt that his barrel-like appearance 
concealed great strength. His dark hair lay lank- 
ly around his heavy face, and his thick lips had 
a perpetually wet look to them. Those piggy 
little eyes stared at her insolently and she felt 
a very great urge to raise her hand and strike 
him. When she sat back in her chair, effectively 
hiding herself behind Justan, Malked addressed 
his host as though she weren't there. 

“A Dammai sorceress—and a great beauty, 
eh? I don’t suppose you'd care to share her, 
Justan?” 

This time, she was determined to strike the 
man, but just as she started to rise from her 
chair, Justan somehow managed to turn to 
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Malked while at the same time placing a 
restraining hand on her arm. 

“The lady is my guest, Malked—not my mis- 
tress.” 

“Well, then, she’s fair game, isn’t she?” 

“No, she is not,” Justan stated in a dangerous- 
ly quiet voice. “I think you would do well to give 
some sober thought to who she is.” 

The silence that followed indicated that, 
drunk as he was, Malked was apparently heed- 
ing his host’s words. Rozlynd sat there wishing 
that she did indeed possess threatening pow- 
ers. She could think of no better use to put 
them to than to reduce Lord Malked to a pile 
of ashes. 

A servant refilled her wineglass, and Rozlynd 
lifted it to sniff carefully before taking a sip. 
She felt Justan’s eyes on her and turned to see 
him smiling at her. She felt it as an oddly inti- 
mate moment, a quick sharing of a memory 
that seemed somehow to bind them together. 

He turned back to Malked’s drunken mutter- 
ings, but the unexpected warmth of the moment 
remained. If only, she thought, knowing full 
well just how dangerous those words were 
in connection with Justan. She should not be 
wasting her time being angry with Malked, 
when her true enemy was Justan. And yet, 
it seemed that she could not think about 
him and the danger he represented without 
also thinking about the man himself in a far 
different light. 
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The next morning, Rozlynd was working with 
Tadiz in the surgery, dealing with a new out- 
break of the debilitating winter sickness that 
periodically swept the population. She had a 
great deal cf respect for the physician and liked 
him as a person, too, despite his gruffness. He 
had welcomed her into the surgery and treated 
her with great kindness, when she had feared 
that he might resent her intrusion. 

When he came into the room where she was 
preparing more potions with the help of Tadiz’ 
young assistant, she remarked that the same 
winter ills had affected her people for as long 
as she could remember. 

“I wonder why such things happen only in 
the winter,” she said. 

“I've given that matter considerable thought,” 
Tadiz replied, running his bony fingers through 
his thinning hair in a characteristic gesture. “I 
think it has to do with being confined indoors— 
too many people crowded too close together, 
and not enough fresh air.” 

“My mother said that once,” Rozlynd recalled. 
“She believed that this kind of sickness actual- 
ly passes through the air from one person to 
another.” 

“I think she was right,” Tadiz nodded. “We 
tell those who are sick to avoid contact with 
others, but even when they do, those around 
them still become ill. Sometimes, I think of such 
sicknesses as being tiny bugs floating through 
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the air, to be breathed in by others.” 

Then he laughed self-deprecatingly. “My wife 
says I am in danger of becoming a crazy old 
fool.” 

Rozlynd laughed with him, but the image 
remained with her, and when she returned to 
the outer rooms, she imagined the air to be filled 
with tiny insects hovering around the miserable 
people who sat waiting for their turns. When she 
began to imagine those bugs pouring into her 
nose, she pushed away the image very firmly. 

Just as the deluge of patients had slowed 
to a trickle, a haggard-looking young woman 
appeared, carrying a small, pale boy whose 
ragged breathing was audible from the moment 
they entered the surgery. Tadiz greeted the 
woman familiarly and laid a hand on the boy’s 
brow. 

“He’s no better, Master,” the woman said 
fearfully. “I did everything ye told me to 
do.” ; 

Tadiz turned to Rozlynd briefly and she saw 
the look on his face. It was a look of frustration 
and resignation—a look that said he knew the 
boy would die and there was nothing he could 
do about it. 

The woman turned to Rozlynd, too, and 
Rozlynd knew that she had heard what Tadiz 
could not say. Her dark eyes stared imploringly 
into Rozlynd’s. 

“Please, ma’am, can you help him? I've heard 
tell that ye’re Dammai. I don’t hold with sor- 
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cery, but if it'll save his life—’ She stopped, 


realizing belatedly that she might be insulting 
Rozlynd. 

Rozlynd glanced at Tadiz, who shrugged. “I've 
done all I can do for the lad, Rozlynd. He has the 
wasting sickness in his chest.” 

Rozlynd lifted the child into her arms and 
carried him into the inner room, and even as 
she held him, she could feel a terrible heat ris- 
ing from his chest. When she'd laid him down 
on the table and unwrapped the blankets cov- 
ering him, her fingertips actually burned from 
the heat in the boy’s chest. 

Frightened, she touched his face and his 
hands and found them much cooler. Tadiz 
came in and she told him what she’d felt. He 
put his hands on the boy and said he felt nothing 
more than the mild fever the child had had for 
some time. 

They both stared at her hands—and then at 
each other. 

“Go ahead, Rozlynd,” Tadiz said gently. “Sor- 
cery can be put to good uses as well as bad.” 

“But I don’t even know if—” Her voice trailed 
off as she moved her hands toward the boy’s 
chest and saw a faint, bluish light begin to glow 
around them. 

Both of them made a sound of surprise as 
the light became gradually stronger, until it was 
covering all of the boy’s chest. She felt a faint 
iingling in her hands and noticed that the heat 
began io fade to a gentle warmth. 
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‘Rozlynd stared at her hands in awe, unable 
to believe the evidence of her eyes. The strange 
light steadied, then slowly began to fade. Both 
of them were so fascinated with it that a few 
moments passed before they realized that the 
boy’s breathing was no longer labored and he’d 
fallen asleep. 

For a moment, Rozlynd feared that he’d died, 
that somehow she’d killed him. But then she 
saw the slow, steady beat of his pulse at the 
base of his thin neck. She looked up at Tadiz. 

“So it’s real,” he said wonderingly. “The Dam- 
mai power is real.” 

Rozlynd stepped back from the table and 
lifted her hands to stare at them again. They 
still tingled slightly, but the light was completely 
gone. 

“I’m frightened, Tadiz. I didn’t ask for this. 
It... just happened.” 

He touched her shoulder reassuringly, a sim- 
ple gesture that did far more for her than he 
probably knew. “It’s a gift, my dear. And a gift 
to be proud of.” 

He gathered the peacefully sleeping child into 
his arms and carried him back to this moth- 
er. Rozlynd could hear the woman’s anxious 
queries turn to happy cries, but she remained 
where she was. She just wasn’t ready to face the 
woman’s gratitude—and most likely her fear 
as well. 

Tadiz is right, she thought. It is a gift to be 
proud of. But what else have I been given? What 
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else don’t I know about myself? 

How desperately she needed some guideposts 
to this strangeness. Her ancestors must have 
passed down the secrets from parents to chil- 
dren—but she had no one to teach her. 


That evening, after Torry had gone to bed, 
Rozlynd sat before the fire, seeking warmth 
and finding none. Instead, she felt as though 
she didn’t quite fit her own skin—or as though 
something else were sharing it with her. 

And that something that shared her body had 
now taken it over twice without warning: first, 
when the cart had been hurtling toward her, 
and now with the child. When she’d taken him 
into her arms, she’d had no idea that she actual- 
ly possessed the ability to heal him. The hope 
had been there, but not the certainty. 

If the extent of her newfound powers was 
the ability to heal and the ability to protect 
herself, she could accept that, and perhaps in 
time even welcome it. But she thought about 
that tapestry and feared that there might be 
much more. : 

She fell into a light doze, her mind drift- 
ing to thoughts of the obelisk. Was there more 
knowledge there? Should she return and find 
a way to communicate with it? Was that even 
possible? 

With her eyes closed, the image of that tall, 
glowing object filled her mind, and she began 
to feel its lure as well. Then, abruptly, she felt 
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a jerking sensation, as though something had 
literally pulled her from the chair. She opened 
her eyes to blackness—and then found herself 
in the tower room, lying in an ungraceful heap 
on the stone floor before the softly glowing col- 
umn. 

Terrified and confused, she tried to remem- 
ber if she’d come up here and then perhaps 
fainted. She searched her memory desperately, 
but could remember only that she’d been think- 
ing about it. 

And even as the fear gripped her, it began to 
fade. Instead, she felt wonderfully soothed. She 
pulled herself into a sitting position and leaned 
forward to touch the obelisk. Warmth flowed 
through her, the beautiful, gentle warmth of 
a caress, and she moved closer until she had 
firmly pressed herself against it. 

She must have dozed off, because she sud- 
denly came to, with her cheek still pressed 
against the obelisk and her arms wrapped 
around its base. At first, she wasn’t sure 
what had awakened her—but then she knew 
as she heard the sound of footsteps on the stone 
stairs. 

For one brief moment, she looked around 
wildly for a place to hide. But then she knew 
that she had no reason to fear anyone here— 
not even Justan. 

And it was Justan who appeared in the open 
doorway at the top of the stairs. He stopped so 
abruptly when he saw her that she knew he 
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hadn’t expected to find her here. 

For a very long moment, Justan simply stood 
there, his gaze moving slowly from her to the 
still glowing obelisk behind her. She started to 
get to her feet and he seemed almost to be 
coming out of a trance as he hurried forward 
to assist her. She ignored his outstretched hand 
and drew herself up quickly. 

“You don’t belong here!” she stated coldly, 
in a voice that she barely recognized as being 
her own. 

He stopped and dropped his hand, his gaze 
once more moving to the obelisk behind her. “T 
mean you no harm, Rozlynd.” 

She stared at him, knowing—without under- 
standing how she knew—that he spoke the truth. 
For one brief moment, it was as though his mind 
had opened itself to her, and she could feel the 
confusing tangle of his emotions: awe and fear 
and desire, each of them struggling and failing 
to gain supremacy. 

They stood there close enough to touch, if 
both of them had reached out. Their eyes met 
and held, and all that she’d sensed in him pour- 
ed into her own mind. A soft heat rose within 
her, a very different kind of heat that throbbed 
insistently with need. 

She cried out in protest at these feelings— 
and the spell was broken. She ran past him 
to the stairs, then stumbled down them almost 
blindly. The heels of the delicate shoes she was 
wearing caught on a step and she fell the last 
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two steps to the stone floor just inside the door. 
Before she could get up, Justan was there. 

“Are you hurt?” he asked, kneeling beside her, 
but not touching her. 

“I tripped,” she said, feeling very foolish now. 
She was still very much aware of his closeness, 
but that powerful need had ebbed away. 

He got up and then extended a hand to 
help her, and this time she accepted. But the 
moment she put her weight on her right ankle, 
she winced in pain. Justan picked her up, car- 
ried her through the doorway, then kicked it 
shut behind him before continuing down the 
hall to his apartment. 

If she had been merely aware of his closeness 
before, she now felt overwhelmed as he held her 
securely in his arms and she could feel the heat 
of his body and smell the clean, wholly mascu- 
line aroma that enveloped him. 

He set her down on a chair in front of the 
hearth, then asked if he should call Tadiz. 

She shook her head, then bent to close 
her fingers around the injured ankle. She 
heard Justan’s sharply indrawn breath as a 
faint glow outlined her fingers and a tingling 
warmth passed from them to the ankle. The 
glow faded as quickly as the pain, and when 
she looked up at him, he was staring fixed- 
ly at her hands, much as she’d done herself 
earlier. 

“Tadiz told me about the child,” he said as he 
dragged his gaze away from her hands to meet 
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her eyes. “He said you didn’t know it would 
happen—the healing.” 

“No more than I knew what would happen 
when that cart came toward us,” she said, real- 
izing too late that she’d denied doing anything. 
But it no longer mattered. 

“How did you get up to the tower?” he asked, 
his tone betraying nothing more than curios- 
ity. 
She hesitated, unwilling to tell him that 
she didn’t remember. “I stole the key from 
your... from that chest.” She gestured to his 
bedchamber. She refused to call the chest his, 
because it belonged to her. 

“I know you took the key—and the Queen’s 
Val-Dammai. But the tower door was locked— 
from the outside.” 

She turned away quickly, but perhaps not fast 
enough to prevent his seeing her shock. If what 
he said was true, then how had she gotten up 
there? 

That thought was so frightening that she 
quickly exchanged it for another. She slid her 
hand into her pocket and found her key still 
there. 

“How did you get up there if the door was 
locked?” she demanded, angry that he would lie 
to her and confuse her, when she was already 
confused enough. 

He held up a key that looked identical to 
the one she'd found. “There are two keys. You 
found only the one.” 
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“Give it to me!” she ordered, extending her 
hand. “It doesn’t belong to you.” 

But he shook his head slowly, then returned 
the key to his pocket. “The tower might be your 
place, and not mine. But this keep belongs to 
me, Rozlynd.” 

The rage built quickly within her and she 
rose from her chair. Of its own volition, her 
hand traced something in the air and began 
once again to glow and tingle. 

And Justan was flung backward against the 
fireplace as though struck by a heavy object! 

He steadied himself against the mantel as she 
stood there, her hand still raised and her brain 
refusing to believe that she’d been responsible 
for what had happened to him. 

Before she could say anything, he had closed 
the space between them and seized both her 
hands in one of his. His gray eyes blazed dark- 
ly. 

“Don’t ever do that to me again! I could have 
had you disposed of the moment I suspected 
you were Dammai. Instead, I brought you here 
and gave you the opportunity to learn about 
your ancestors.” 

Then, abruptly his anger was gone and he 
relaxed his grip on her hands, but still held 
them. “That just happened, too, didn’t it?” he 
asked softly. “You were angry and you struck 
out. You can’t do that, Rozlynd. People will fear 
you even more than they do now.” 

Tears of anger and frustration welled up in 
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her eyes and spilled over. His final words had 
struck her with more force that she had unwit- 
tingly used against him—but she knew those 
words had been deliberate. And she knew, too, 
that he wasn’t afraid of her now. 

Justan lifted his other hand and gently wiped 
the tears from her cheeks. “I know why you ran 
from the tower,” he said in that same soft voice. 
“I felt it, too. It seems that there is much neither 
of us knows yet.” 

Then he let her go and she turned and walked 
out of his apartment, resisting the urge to run 
all the way back to her own rooms. 


“Lord Justan’s been hurt! A wolf got ‘im! 
They're bringin’ ’im in now!” 

Rozlynd and Tadiz stared at the guard, then 
at each other. Tadiz had grown pale. 

“Wolf bites are often deadly,” the physician 
told her. “It isn’t often the wound itself—but 
what happens after. Tis a long, ugly and painful 
death.” 

Rozlynd swallowed hard, thinking of all the 
times she’d come close to wishing Justan dead. 
Was it possible that her powers extended even 
to wish fulfillment? It was not an unreason- 
able question, since she had decided that her 
wish to see the obelisk that night had somehow 
transported her there. She was truly horrified 
at the thought, and her expression must have 
shown that, because after Tadiz told his young 
assistant to boil some water, he turned to her. 
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“He’s a strong, healthy man—and not all who 
are attacked by wolves die.” He paused, smiling 
gently at her. 

“Then there is the matter of your own abili- 
ties, my dear.” 

They both knew by now that the young child 
she'd touched was growing stronger by the day. 
And in the past week, she'd brought relief to the 
seemingly incurable aches and pains of several 
others, simply by laying her hands upon them. 
But she hadn't yet dealt with any wounds. 

“This is different,” she said uncertainly—and 
then they both turned to the doorway as they 
heard footsteps. 

Justan walked into the surgery under his 
own power—but just barely. And when his 
aide removed his heavy cloak, they could see 
the blood covering his thick tunic from his left 
shoulder down across his chest. 

Horrified at the thought that she might have 
caused this to happen to him, Rozlynd simply 
stood there and stared. Justan’s eyes met hers 
only briefly, but she could see the pain they held 
at bay. 

While Tadiz and his young assistant cut away 
Justan’s clothes and then began to cleanse the 
wound, Rozlynd went to the outer room, where 
she found Hallen, who was just hearing the sto- 
ry from one of Justan’s men. 

Justan and some of his men had left on a 
hunting trip the morning after their encoun- 
ter in the tower. Hallen, who'd been left in 
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charge during Justan’s absence, told her that 
they would accompany Lord Malked’s party to 
the borders of their respective lands. Although 
the keep was in need of fresh meat, the hunting 
trip was actually an excuse to keep an eye on 
Malked until he was gone from Justan’s lands. 
The man had been known to steal from farmers 
and villagers in the past. 

The hunting party had been attacked by 
wolves as they were making camp two nights 
ago. The men had driven them off, but then a 
wolf had returned later to attack one of Justan’s 
dogs. He couldn’t risk firing at it out of fear of 
hitting the dog, so he’d gone after the wolf with 
a knife. Before he killed it, it managed to tear 
into his shoulder. 

After hearing the account, Hallen shook his 
head. “Trust Justan to do something foolhardy 
like that. He’s loved those samsets as long as I 
can remember.” 

The men dispersed and Hallen went in to see 
Justan. Rozlynd remained alone in the outer 
room with her thoughts. Surely what had hap- 
pened had nothing to do with her. Not one thing 
the man had said suggested anything out of the 
ordinary—unless one counted Justan’s risking 
his life over a dog, and from what Hallen had 
said, that wasn’t surprising. 

Having relieved herself of the terrible burden 
of guilt, Rozlynd thought again about what the 
physician had told her. She shuddered. Justan 
certainly hadn't looked like a man near death, 
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despite all the blood—but what if that sick- 
ness Tadiz spoke of struck him? Could she save 
him? 

I must, she told herself. I cannot let him die. 
If these powers mean anything at all, I will be 
able to save him. 

She was just beginning to let herself think 
about why he was so important to her when 
she heard Tadiz calling to her from the other 
room. Abandoning her tangled thoughts grate- 
fully, she hurried back into the surgery. 

Justan still sat on a stool, bared to his waist, 
with a clean bandage now hiding his wound. 
As she walked in, an aide was handing him a 
cup, from which he drank thirstily. His eyes 
followed her progress as she went to Tadiz. 

“Are you all right, my dear?” Tadiz inquired 
solicitously. “The sight of so much blood has 
been known to make even strong men faint.” 

“Particularly if it’s their own,” Justan said 
dryly before finishing off the wine. 

“You were a damned fool, risking yourself 
like that,” Hallen said to Justan. 

He nodded and shrugged, then winced at the 
pain. “But I survived.” 

“That remains to be seen,” Tadiz said solemn- 
ly. “You know as well as I do that men have 
survived wolf attacks only to die later.” 

Justan had gotten up from the stool, and he 
laid a hand on the physician’s shoulder. “That’s 
not in my stars, Tad.” 

“Nevertheless, I think that you should let 
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Rozlynd treat you,” the physician stated, appar- 
ently repeating an earlier suggestion. 

Justan’s gray eyes moved to her face, then 
dropped to her hands. “Tl think about it,” he 
said—then walked out. . 

As soon as he had gone, taking the others 
with him, Tadiz turned to her. “You should per- 
suade him to let you heal the wound, Rozlynd. 
If you can cure the wasting sickness, you can 
almost certainly cure the wolf sickness as well.” 

“Did you suggest that to him before I came 
back?” she asked curiously. 

Tadiz nodded. “I think he’s very uneasy about 
Dammai powers. Justan is not accustomed to 
anyone having powers that he himself does not 
possess. It’s always been that way. 

“His only brother died when he was still quite 
young, and Justan was Lord of Katandi in fact, 
if not in title, by the time he was fourteen. 
That’s when his mother died, and his father 
took to drink. 

“Power has always sat easily on his shoulders, 
as it didn’t on his father’s. If he hadn’t been 
born to be Lord of Katandi, he would have 
become it anyway, by one means or another. 

“I think he’s feeling challenged by you—and 
he doesn’t know what to do about it.” Tadiz 
stopped and smiled. 

“He may also be feeling some other things 
he doesn’t know what to do about. The women 
in his life have always been more. .. tractable 
than you are, Rozlynd.” 
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firmly. 
“No doubt that’s part of his problem,” Tadiz 
chuckled. 


Rozlynd passed a long, unpleasant evening, 
hoping that Justan would ask for her and there- 
by relieve her of the necessity of trying to per- 
suade him to let her heal him. But when no 
summons came, she finally went off to bed, 
deciding that Justan’s fear and dislike of her 
powers must be greater than the pain he was 
suffering. Or perhaps he’d drunk himself into 
a stupor, which she knew was how most men 
coped with such pain. 

She'd been greatly surprised to learn that the 
potion her people made from the poppy flower 
was unknown here, even though several people 
had told her that the flower itself grew in abun- 
dance in the wild. Tadiz was very interested, 
and when spring came, she intended to seek out 
the flowers and perhaps try to cultivate them in 
the gardens of the keep. 

It felt as though she had just fallen asleep 
when she was awakened by a vigorous tap- 
ping at her door. After putting on her robe, 
she opened the outer door to Justan’s highly 
agitated young aide. 

“Lord Justan has need of ye, ma’am. He can- 
na sleep for the pain.” 

She followed the boy to Justan’s quarters, 
giving no thought to the fact that she should 
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have dressed properly before doing so. She 
found Justan pacing around the large room, 
clad only in a pair of loose trousers. The eyes 
he turned to her seemed to hold more anger 
than pain. 

“I dislike this,” he stated succinctly. 

“What is it you dislike: the pain or having to 
call me?” 

“Both. But I must have some sleep. I derdeatt 
slept for two nights now—ever since the wolf 
attack.” 

“I’m surprised you didn’t just drink yourself 
into a stupor,” she commented. “That’s what 
most men would surely have done.” 

“I dislike drunkenness,” he replied in that 
same clipped tone, “regardless of the reasons 
for it.” 

Because of your father, she thought but didn’t 
say. Instead, she gestured to the bedchamber. 
“Why don’t you lie down and I'll see if I can 
help you.” 

He didn’t move. “Perhaps I should call young 
Kari back in here, in case you decide to take 
this opportunity to do away with me.” 

She found herself more amused than angry at 
his surliness, probably because she understood 
its cause. “If I wanted to do away with you, I 
doubt that Kari—or anyone else—could prevent 
me from doing it.” 

She deliberately raised her hand, curving her 
fingers as though to trace those runes once 
again. “Now will you do as I—?” 
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For a man in great pain and suffering from > 
lack of sleep, he moved very quickly, closing 
the space between them and grabbing her hand 
tightly as he cursed. 

“I warned you not to—” 

“Calm down, Justan,” she said as she tried 
unsuccessfully to stifle her laughter. “I was just 
trying to persuade you to lie down.” 

He continued to hold her hand in an iron 
grip. “So now your powers have become a cause 
for amusement?” 

“Not my powers, Justan—you. That wolf 
couldn’t have been more unpleasant than you're 
being at the moment.” 

He let her go, and the trace of a smile hovered 
about his lips. Then his eyes searched hers care- - 
fully. “Did you think that you were responsible 
for what happened to me?” 

“Wh-what makes you ask that?” 

“Because you seemed so terrified and I didn’t 
think it was the sight of my blood.” 

She hesitated, then nodded. “I was afraid that 
I might have done something I didn’t intend 
to do.” 

“Why would you think that your mere wishes 
can come true?” he asked. 

“Justan, you asked me here to help you. 
Please— 

“Answer my question first. Why would you 
think that?” 

“Because I think that must be how I got to 
the tower that night. I remember wanting to go 
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there—and then I was there, with no memory of 
actually getting there. And as you said, the door 
was locked.” 

He just stared at her, and she looked quick- 
ly away. “Please don’t stare at me like that. I 
feel strange enough as it is. I didn’t want this, 
Justan. I wanted only to live in peace here in 
the land of my people.” 

Then she started nervously as he took her 
hand. When she looked up at him, she thought 
she saw understanding there, but he said noth- 
ing as he led her into his bedchamber. She 
_ stopped as she saw the big, rumpled bed. He 
chuckled. 

“Don’t worry, you're safe. All I want now is 
sleep.” 

She started to make a sharp reply to that, but 
bit it off. Already, he seemed able to read her 
mind at times and she didn’t want to risk being 
told that he knew what she was feeling. 

When he had settled himself in the bed, she 
went over to sit down carefully on the edge. 
She saw his gaze fall on the deep vee of her 
robe. Then, before she realized what he was 
about to do, he reached out and lifted the Val- 
Dammai from its nesting place between her 
breasts. 

But as soon as he'd grasped it, he let it go 
again and jerked his hand away with a curse. 
Then he flexed his fingers carefully as he glared 
at her. 

“I wasn't going to take it back,” he muttered. 
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“What happened?” she asked, unable to un- 
derstand what could have caused him pain. His 
injury was to the other shoulder and she wor- 
ried that he might have other, invisible injuries. 

He continued to flex his fingers as he stared 
hard at her. “Don’t play games with me, Roz- 
lynd. You know perfectly well what happened.” 

“No, I don’t.” 

He leaned back against the pillows, still 
watching her carefully. “Even if you didn’t do 
anything, you still must have felt something.” 

“I don’t know what youre talking about, 
Justan.” But she was beginning to suspect that 
the sacred Val-Dammai itself might have caused 
the pain. 

“When I touched it, sharp pains went through 
my hand and arm,” he admitted with obvious 
reluctance. 

“I had nothing to do with it—I swear I didn’t. 
Why would it happen when you touch this one? 
You've worn the other one.” 

“For me, it is nothing more than jewelry. For 
you, it must be more, since you’re Dammai.” 

She lifted it herself and stared at it. “Per- 
haps youre right. I haven't taken it off since 
I found it.” 

Then she looked at him and saw the lines 
etched into his face and remembered why he’d 
called her in the first place. She put out her 
hands tentatively, stretching them toward the 
injured shoulder. He started to draw away, | 
then stopped. The heat she felt coming from 
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the wound seared her hands until she touched 
the thick bandage. 

They both watched as her fingertips began to 
glow. But the light was barely visible and she 
suddenly realized that the bandage itself was 
preventing her from healing him. Or at least, 
she hoped that was the cause. 

“I think I'll have to unwrap your wound,” she 
told him uncertainly. “Do you have a knife I 
can use?” 

He gestured to a nearby chest, where she 
found a small, sharp knife of the type most 
men carried with them. Then he moved to the 
edge of the bed and she cut away the bandages 
very carefully until she was able to unwind the 
final layers. 

The wound was jagged and ugly. She hadn't 
seen it before and was shocked at the sight. She 
was also shocked to see that Tadiz had stitched 
it. How had he endured the pain? She hadn't 
even heard him cry out. 

He lay back against the pillows once more and 
she put out her hands uncertainly, not wanting 
to actually touch the wound and cause him more 
pain. The heat burned her hands for a brief 
moment, and then subsided as her fingertips 
began to glow brightly. Within seconds, the 
glow had spread to cover the entire wound. 
As before, she felt something travel through 
her fingers and they started to tingle. 

She was so fascinated by this display that she 
momentarily ignored him. Then she heard him 
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sigh softly and saw his big, hard body relax 
slowly. His eyes closed and the deep lines in 
his face seemed to smooth away even as she 
watched him. 

She sat there for a moment longer, until the 
glow began to dim and then vanished entirely. 
Then she gasped as she stared at the wound 
in the light of the lamp beside his bed. The 
ugly, raw, seeping wound had almost healed. 
Nothing was left but a long, red line, with a 
crisscrossing of stitches. 

Rolzynd felt slightly dizzy as she stared at 
it. It was one thing to have someone say that 
you'd taken away pain—but to have this vis- 
ible proof was another matter altogether. She 
actually wanted to shake him and wake him up 
to see this miracle. But she contented herself 
with wondering what he would think when he 
saw it himself in the morning. 

She got up carefully and then drew the 
bedcovers over him. She’d intended to leave, 
but something held her there. She felt a totally 
unexpected surge of tenderness that actually 
made her legs shaky. 

Something is changing, she thought. Both of 
us are changing. We don’t trust each other, but 
we are being somehow bound together. 

Her mind went back to that moment in the 
tower and that terrifying need for him that she’d 
fled from. From what he’d said later, he’d felt 
it too. 

Justan stirred slightly, then settled down 
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again. A few strands of dark hair fell across his 
face, and without thinking, she reached out to 
smooth them away. He murmured softly in his 
sleep—and she thought he was saying her name. 


Rozlynd was busy in the surgery the next 
morning when Justan’s young aide appeared 
and said that Justan wished to see her. The small 
waiting room was overflowing with sick people, 
and she asked the aide if Justan was having pain 
again. Then, when the youth assured her that he 
was not, she told him she was too busy to see 
him now. 

Both the aide and Tadiz’ assistant stared at 
her in disbelief, while the physician himself 
chuckled. 

“I think perhaps you'd better go, Rozlynd. 
Lord Justan is known to be a patient man who 
doesn’t always stand on ceremony—but he does 
expect his summons to be obeyed.” 

So, with something less than grace, she acced- 
ed to Justan’s request and followed the aide to 
a room on the first floor of the keep that she 
hadn't seen before. It appeared to be a meeting 
room of some sort, although when she arrived, 
Justan was there alone. 

“The surgery is very busy this morning,” she 
announced as she entered the room. Her mind 
was still on the people who had stared longingly 
after her when she'd left. Putting her strange 
talents to good use was extremely important to 
her now. 
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“Tadiz has always managed before, and he 
knows he can call on healers from the city if he 
has need of assistance. Or have they all come to 
see you?” 

“I suspect that some of them have,” she 
replied, knowing that in fact most of them 
had. Then she inquired politely if he had 
rested well, trying to ignore the memory of 
standing there at his bedside last night and 
also trying not to be affected by his pres- 
ence now. 

“Very well, thank you,” he replied. “And as 
you must know, the wound is nearly healed.” 

“Yes, it seemed to be much better when I 
left,” she said as she continued to remember 
that dark muscled body all too well. 

To her surprise, he removed his shirt. She 
was shocked to see that all that was now left 
of the ugiy wound was a thin line that she knew 
would be a permanent scar. She stared at it in 
disbelief, so transfixed by this evidence of her 
powers that she was almost able to ignore the 
sight of his hard, naked chest. 

“So it’s healed even more,” he said, noting her 
shock. 

“Yes,” she admitted, still unable to take her 
eyes from the scar. “It’s . . . frightening.” 

He put his shirt back on. “To you, maybe. To 
me, it’s very fortunate.” 

Then he surprised her by switching the sub- 
ject abruptly. “Tell me how your people were 
ruled in your village.” 
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“We weren't,” she told him, wondering why 
he was asking. “There was no need for a ruler. 
Decisions affecting the village were made by all 
of us—men and women alike. Before that, the 
Dammai elected their rulers for life: a husband 
and wife who then ruled as equals. Why are 
you asking? I have no time to discuss this now, 
Justan.” 

He remained silent for a moment, then nod- 
ded. “I didn’t know how much you knew about 
your people’s past, but I guess that explains 
your behavior.” 

She was beginning to see where this discus- 
sion was leading and felt that unwelcome anger 
stirring within her. “Explains what?” 

He gave her a level look. “I don’t think I’m 
a harsh ruler—and I think others would agree 
with that. But I am the ruler of Katandi, 
Rozlynd. Your people may have ruled this 
place once—but it’s mine now.” 

“I don't recall having suggested otherwise,” 
she stated coldly. Was this the thanks she got 
for having saved him? 

“No, you haven’t—yet. But I suspect that’s 
only because you haven't yet become accus- 
tomed to being truly Dammai. And I insist that 
you show me the respect others show me as 
their liege lord.” 

The bitter bile of anger within her was ris- 
ing rapidly now. “I give respect to those who 
deserve it, Justan. And the fact that you are 
descended from the man who stole this place 
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from my people is no reason to show you 
respect.” 

Then she drew herself up haughtily. “As far as 
my not yet being accustomed to my heritage is 
concerned, you're right about that. But day by 
day, I know myself to be more Dammai, and I 
make no promises about my behavior when I 
have learned all I need to know.” 

His gray eyes narrowed to slivers of ice. She 
met his gaze with a challenge in her own eyes, 
but she wondered how and where she’d found 
this great bravery—or great foolishness. 

And yet, even as she wondered, she knew 
instinctively that he might rant and rave at her, 
but he would never harm her—or even attempt 
to do so. 

She turned to go, fearing that she might be 
tempted to demonstrate her power by striking 
out at him. But then, she stopped in the door- 
way and gave him a cold smile. 

“You have only yourself to blame for what 
I am becoming, Justan. You are the one. who 
brought me here and kept me here.” She just 
barely stopped short of telling him that she 
knew he hoped to use her powers to his own 
ends. 

She returned to the surgery, half-expecting 
that either Justan would come after her him- 
self, or he would send his men to get her. But 
no one came to drag her off, and she spent the 
rest of the day ministering to the sick and lame, 
then ate a light meal in her apartment to avoid 
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dinner with Justan, and went off to play at the 


Sword and Bow. 

Rozlynd knew that she was pushing herself 
too hard. She was spending far less time than 
she should with Torry—and she knew he was 
spending far too much time with Justan. 

She considered telling Josat and Mathelde 
that she would have to cut back on her playing 
at the tavern, but she couldn’t do it because 
they'd been so kind to her and Torry and she 
knew that her playing had meant an increase 
in business for them. 

Furthermore, the harder she worked, the less 
time she had to think about what was happen- 
ing to her and what might happen in the future. 
What she had said to Justan was true: Day by 
day, she felt less like the person she’d been and 
more at ease with her newfound talents. 

As she climbed tiredly into bed that night, 
she thought about her latest confrontation 
with Justan and smiled. It was obvious that 
he had gotten far more than he’d bargained 
for when he’d insisted she move into the keep. 
He'd believed he would get a tractable female 
who would use her powers to do his bidding. 

But her smile drained away quickly as she 
wondered what would happen when spring 
came and he made his plans for war—and she 
refused to help him. 

Then, as sleep crept up on her, she recalled 
that moment in the tower when she'd felt a 
desire for him more powerful than anything 
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she’d ever known before—a desire that could 
not have come totally from herself. 


“Remarkable!” Tadiz exclaimed as he stared 
at Justan’s healed wound. “A true miracle!” 

Rozlynd nodded as she too stared at it. Yes- 
terday, she had treated a soldier who'd been 
accidentally shot by one of his mates while they 
were at arms practice. The man had come back 
this morning to thank her, and she’d seen that 
while his wound had healed quite a lot, it hadn’t 
healed as thoroughly as Justan’s had. She hoped 
that Tadiz wouldn’t mention that, but she had 
no sooner thought it than he did. 

Justan looked at her questioningly, and she 
affected a casual shrug. “Perhaps gunshot 
wounds are more difficult to heal.” 

“Not in my experience,” Tadiz said. “They 
tend to be cleaner, and don’t have as much 
torn flesh as wolf bites do.” 

Justan continued to stare at her, saying noth- 
ing. 
“Then I don’t have any explanation for it,” she 
said curtly. She not only couldn't explain it, she 
also didn’t want to understand it. 

“Since you don’t appear to be overly busy,” 
Justan said to her, “I would appreciate it if you 
could spare me some time.” 

Rozlynd saw Tadiz trying to conceal a smile at 
Justan’s sardonic tone. He nodded. “Yes, things 
have definitely become more orderly, thanks to 
your intervention, Justan.” 
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“What intervention?” Rozlynd asked, her gaze 
going from one to the other of them. 

“Lord Justan has told the guards at the gate 
to allow only a reasonable number of people in 
each morning.” 

“Why wasn’t I consulted about this?” she 
demanded, thinking of the suffering people 
who had apparently been turned away. 

Justan seemed about to respond to her angry 
outburst, but Tadiz cut in smoothly. “My dear, 
you are already working to your limits and 
beyond—as you yourself have admitted. The 
guards have been instructed not to turn away 
anyone who is in danger of dying.” 

Rozlynd opened her mouth to protest, but 
closed it again. Tadiz was right. Sometimes 
her hands actually ached from the forces that 
flowed through them. 

“What did you want to speak to me about?” 
She asked Justan impatiently, adopting that 
imperious tone she seemed to use on no one 
but him. 

“Come along,” he said, taking her arm. “I’m 
hungry, and it seems to me you could use some 
food. We can talk while we eat.” 

His gaze traveled over her and she felt herself 
beginning to flush warmly. She had lost weight, 
but she hadn’t thought it was enough for him to 
notice. 

As he led her from the surgery, she wondered 
again why she always felt so raw and irritated 
in his presence. In truth, he’d done little to 
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deserve such treatment, and if she wanted to be 
totally honest about it, he was actually showing 
remarkable tolerance for a man accustomed to 
unquestioned obedience. 

Of course, it could be easy to display toler- 
ance for a time, while keeping a larger goal in 
mind. 

The room to which he led her was small and 
rather crowded with a large desk and several 
chairs. On the walls were huge maps, dark- 
ened with age: one showing all the lands of the 
Medyars, and the other depicting only Justan’s 
own lands. On shelves behind the desk she saw 
a large collection of carved wooden soldiers and 
horses. When a servant came in bearing a large 
tray of food, Rozlynd walked over to examine 
the collection more closely. 

They were remarkably lifelike, down to the 
smallest detail. They'd obviously been made 
some time ago, since there were no guns in 
evidence. Instead, the soldiers carried swords 
and bows. One of them was fitting an arrow 
to his bow and the carving was of such high 
quality that it even appeared to be feathered. 

The soldiers all wore uniforms with an em- 
blem of some sort on them, and when she bent 
to peer at one closely, she gasped. Carved into 
the soldier’s tunic was the symbol of her peo- 
ple—the same intricate sign that appeared on 
the Val-Dammais. 

“Torry is quite taken with them as well,” 
Justan said. “But he apparently has better 
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manners than his sister, since he hasn't stolen 
any of them yet.” 

She ignored his jibe at her thefts. “These are 
Dammai?” 

“Of course—carved by Dammai craftsmen.” 

“My people weren't warriors,” she stated 
emphatically. 

He shrugged. “Well, if they weren't, they 
apparently liked to pretend that they were.” 

She turned away from the collection. “Well, 
of course they had to defend themselves against 
their enemies.” 

“Indeed. All wars are about defending oneself 
from one’s enemies.” 

“You're wrong, Justan. Wars are about con- 
quest—taking what belongs to someone else.” 

“I think we'd better abandon this topic for 
now. I wanted to talk to you about Torry.” 

“Torry?” she echoed as fear and guilt rushed 
through her. What had he done? She'd had so 
little time with him. 

He lifted the lids covering the food that had 
been left for them. “Will you join me?” 

“I want to know what Torry has done,” she 
said. 

“Your manners grow steadily worse,” he 
remarked mildly. “And it isn’t what he’s done; 
rather, it’s what he hasn’t done.” 

Begrudgingly, she sat down and accepted the 
plate he handed her. “I’m sorry. If my manners 
are lacking, it’s because I’ve been working too 
hard lately.” She didn’t bother to add that: she 
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was always at her worst around him, since he 
undoubtedly already knew that. 

“Which is why I intervened. And perhaps you 
should consider playing less at the Sword and 
Bow.” 

“I've thought about it, but my playing draws 
crowds, and the Sheppards have been very kind 
to us.” 

“They've also done very well for themselves 
over the years, so losing some trade isn’t likely 
to leave them starving. Sometimes, I think I 
should just pay them directly, instead of paying 
my men so they can turn over their money to 
them.” 

She smiled, thinking that she liked his sense 
of humor and that others undoubtedly saw far 
more of it than she did. Then she remembered 
that he’d asked her here to talk about Torry. 

“What hasn’t Torry done? I know he’s doing 
well in school. I spoke with his teacher recent- 
ly. But I don’t see much of him. Has he been 
bothering you?” 

“Not at all. I like him very much—and his 
company is considerably more pleasant than 
that of his sister, I might add.” 

“I think we'd better abandon that topic as 
well, Justan. Tell me what the problem is with 
Torry.” 

“Abandoned topics have a way of coming up 
again,” he observed. “But as to Torry, it seems 
that he’s been subjected to some taunts at school 
lately.” 
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“What do you mean?” 

“As you've probably gathered by now, most of 
my people—including myself—pay little more 
than lip service to our priests. But there are 
those who have very strong religious beliefs, 
and it seems that the children of some of them 
have been making remarks to Torry about you.” 

“About me?” 

Justan nodded. “I expect that old Tomas, the 
high priest, will be paying me a visit any day, to 
protest my harboring the ‘devil’s handmaiden’. 
That is apparently the name he’s given you, 
since that’s what some of the boys have been 
telling Torry.” 

Rozlynd was aghast. “But Torry said nothing 
of this to me.” 

“No, he talked to me about it. Torry is at an 
age when he prefers the company of men. I 
was about that age myself when I began to turn 
more to my father than to my mother.” 

“But what can be done about it? I won’t have 
him bullied by the other boys.” 

“Exactly. He has to learn to defend himself. 
I’m surprised he hasn't already learned that.” 

“T've tried to make him understand that noth- 
ing is resolved by resorting to violence,” she said 
emphatically. “That’s what our mother taught 
both of us.” 

“What about your father?” 

“He died years ago—when Torry was only 
four.” 

“So that explains it,” Justan said, nodding. “He 
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needs to learn how to defend himself, Rozlynd— 
and he wants to learn. He asked me to teach 
him.” 

“No!” 

“Would you rather have him suffer beatings?” 

“Of course not! I expect the teachers to pre- 
vent that sort of thing.” 

“The teachers wisely understand that boys 
of that age have a need to fight. They confine 
themselves to making certain that no one is 
seriously injured.” 

Rozlynd was silent as she thought about a 
conversation with her older brother only days 
before the Llantis invaded. He’d said virtually 
the same thing and had claimed that Torry was 
in danger of becoming a sissy-boy. 

The tears that stung her eyes were in part for 
that memory—the last conversation she’d had 
with her brother, and one that had ended with 
angry accusations on her part. And they were 
also tears of frustration. She was trying so hard 
to deal with all the changes in her life, and she’d 
ignored Torry so that he had taken his prob- 
lems to someone else. And to Justan at that. 

Suddenly, Justan reached across the small 
table and took her hand. She started to pull 
away, but he merely tightened his grip. 

“Rozlynd,” he said in a tone so gentle that 
she immediately lifted her head to stare at 
him, “do you think that no one can understand 
what you've been through—or what youre going 
through now?” 
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She swallowed hard. She didn’t want his 
understanding, did she? How could she be 
sure this wasn’t some plot on his part to gain 
her cooperation later when he went to war? 

“You can’t possibly understand,” she replied, 
even though part of her wanted very much to 
believe that he could. 

He released her hand and she felt the loss of its 
warmth keenly. His touch produced almost the 
same sensation as her healing powers: a tingling 
warmth that emanated from somewhere deep 
inside her. 

“If you mean that I can’t understand what it is 
to lose everything, and then find yourself at the 
mercy of forces you don’t understand—you're 
right. But whether or not you want to believe 
it, I too have felt that force. Not the way you 
have—but I've still felt it. 

“And I feel responsible for all this as well. 
After all, it was I who tricked you into staying 
here at the keep so you'd have the opportunity 
to find out if the powers of the Dammai still 
exist.” : 

At first, Rozlynd was so struck by his gen- 
tleness that his actual words failed to register. 
Then she realized two things: he was admit- 
ting that the obelisk had some effect on him as 
well—and he had also admitted to the treach- 
ery she had absolved him of some time ago. 
She wasn’t about to question him regarding 
that night in the tower, because raising that 
particular subject was too dangerous. 
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“You ‘tricked’ me? What are you saying, 
Justan?” 

“More than I should have,” he replied with 
a rueful smile. “Your wine was drugged, and 
there was no one threatening your life at that 
time. Now, however, I think you are in dan- 
ger. 

She sprang from her chair, glaring at him. 
“How dare you treat me like that? You—” 

Rozlynd stopped abruptly and turned away 
from him. She was literally shaking with 
anger—but at least a part of that anger 
was directed at herself for becoming angry. 
Hadn't she suspected this all along? And yet 
she'd agreed to move into the keep for her 
own purposes. 

She was also angry that she could so easily let 
herself be seduced by his soft words of under- 
standing and by his kindness to Torry, when 
she should be recognizing it all as a plot to gain 
her cooperation. 

She had moved away from him to stand star- 
ing unseeing at the shelves of tiny Dammai war- 
riors. She wanted to strike out at him—and 
she wanted him to take her into his arms. It 
was madness. She had traded her sanity for the 
power to heal—and perhaps the power to kill. 

He came up behind her and curved his hands 
around the edges of her shoulders. His touch 
warmed her and stirred the dangerous mixture 
of her emotions into even more confusion. Then 
he turned her to face him and cupped her chin, 
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lifting her face until their eyes met. 

“I know you're angry with me,” he said softly. 
“And I know that you want to strike out at me. 
But I also know you won't do it. 

“What I did was wrong. But all my life, I’ve 
been going up to that tower and thinking about 
the powers of the Dammai, and when I realized 
that you were Dammai, I had to find a way 
to keep you here, to see if those powers still 
existed. Do you know that the obelisk glows all 
the time now?” 

She shook her head. “No one has mentioned 
iy 
“No one knows. I boarded up the windows so 
it couldn’t be seen at night.” 

“That was probably wise,” she agreed. The 
anger had left her as quickly as it had come—as 
it seemed always to do with him. She still didn’t 
doubt that he wanted her to use her powers to 
aid his war-making, but she also believed what 
he’d said about being fascinated with the leg- 
ends of the Dammai. Somehow, caught up in 
the terribly tangled web of her own emotions, 
she had failed to see that he too was caught in 
a snare of conflicting feelings. 

“I think you've been repaid for your treach- 
ery,” she said with a smile. “By bringing me 
here, you might have gotten more than you 
bargained for. If that priest does come to com- 
plain about me, what do you intend to do?” 

“Tell him very kindly to mind his own busi- 
ness. 
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“Will that work?” 

“Tt will work because he has no choice. When 
I was a child, the priests attempted to foment 
a rebellion against my father, who had even 
less time for them than I do. It didn’t work, 
because the people wouldn’t follow them. My 
father decided to get rid of the whole lot of them, 
but my mother interceded on their behalf. 

“In my case, they know that there’s no one to 
intercede, and they also know that the people 
are no more likely to follow them now than they 
were then—perhaps even less so.” 

“Maybe J should talk to them,” she suggested. 
“If I could make them understand that I’m not 
trying to come between them and the people 
and that I’m not the ‘devil’s handmaiden’—” 

He shook his head. “I don’t think that would 
be wise. Tomas is a very unpleasant, sanctimo- 
nious old man, and if you took the same dislike 
to him that you seem to have taken to me—” He 
chuckled. 

“Let’s just say that it wouldn't contribute to 
civic order to have the High Priest sailing out 
over the wall of the keep.” 

Rozlynd laughed. The image he had created 
was irresistible. 

Justan smiled, then reached out to take her 
hand. “Do you know that’s the first time I've 
heard you really laugh? I like the sound of it.” 

Once again, he had spoken words that sank 
deep within her and touched secret feelings. 
And she knew he was right. Torry had said just 
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the other day that she wasn’t “fun” anymore. 

“You were right when you said that it’s dif- 
ficult for me to be controlled by forces I don't 
yet understand. There have been times when 
I’ve been angry with you beyond reason—as 
though it wasn’t really me who was angry, but 
rather something working through me.” 

“And that night in the tower?” he asked soft- 
ly. “What were you feeling toward me then, 
Rozlynd? Why did you run away?” 

“I told you that I don’t always have control 
over my feelings,” she replied, avoiding the ques- 
tion and then quickly changing the subject. 

“I suppose that Torry will have to be taught to 
defend himself, but I intend to keep on telling 
him that violence is wrong.” 

“Tll teach him what he needs to know, but 
he may not have need of those lessons for very 
long.” 

“What do you mean?” she asked, fearing that 
he was about to tell her something else she 
didn’t want to hear. 

“Torry is Dammai, too. Had you forgotten 
that?” 

She had forgotten it. She’d been so wrapped 
up in her own problems that it had simply never 
occurred to her that Torry would one day have 
to face what she herself was now facing. 

“When?” she asked fearfully. 

“I know nothing more than you do. I've ques- 
tioned him a few times about whether or not 
he felt different here, but all he says is that he 
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likes living here. He doesn’t seem troubled by 
your talents, but perhaps that’s because he has 
yet to see them for himself.” 

Rozlynd was awash in guilt and terrified to 
think that her brother might have to face all 
this, instead of having a normal childhood. 

“I was wrong to have brought us here,” she 
said, more to herself than to Justan, whose 
presence she had very nearly forgotten. 

“You had no choice,” he pointed out. “And 
Torry will have the benefit of your help, so it 
shouldn't be as bad for him.” He paused. 

“You didn’t answer my question about what 
made you run away from the tower. We seem 
to make a habit of not finishing our conversa- 
tions.” 

“You told me that you felt ...something, 
too.” 

“I did—but the feeling was not new. I felt 
it the first time I saw you, at the tavern.” He 
paused until she raised her head to stare at 
him questioningly. Then he lifted her hand to 
his lips. 

“I want you, Rozlynd. I’ve wanted no other 
woman since that first night I saw you. And I 
think you want me as well. That’s why you ran 
‘that night.” 

His lips pressed softly against the sensitive 
skin of her palm, then moved slowly to her wrist, 
where sudden heat sent her blood coursing 
through her veins with a pounding rhythm that 
seemed to be roaring in her ears. 
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Their eyes met and held, and in his she saw 
a promise of pleasure beyond anything she’d 
ever known or even imagined. Her body was 
growing heavy and weak, filling with a hunger 
that was frightening in its intensity. 

Justan lowered her hand slowly, his eyes nev- 
er leaving hers. And then, just as slowly, he 
drew her into his arms. His hands glided slowly 
over her, curving themselves around her curves, 
heating her flesh. 

Justan. She spoke the word to herself, and 
suddenly it seemed to take on new meaning, 
to become the single word for all those disturb- 
ing, unremembered dreams. She wanted this— 
and more than this. But still she feared that 
wanting. 

His lips touched her hair, her brow, an ear, 
a cheek, with feathery touches, until she moved 
her head, seeking his mouth with her own. Cries 
poured forth from them both, to be swallowed 
up in the sensual heat. She threaded her fingers 
through his thick, dark hair and arched her hun- 
gry body to his, wanting, needing, demanding. 

Their mouths became more insistent as their 
tongues intertwined in erotic pleasure. His 
hands cupped her bottom and pressed her 
against the unmistakable evidence of his need. 
She throbbed in response, burning now beyond 
all reason. Her entire world had shrunk to this 
man and this moment. 

And then there was a knock at the door and 
she was spun dizzyingly back to the edge of 
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_ reality, to the border between her fears and 
her need. Justan reluctantly lifted his mouth 
from hers with a muttered curse. Then, just as 
reluctantly, he let her go and reached out with 
one long finger to trace her kiss-swollen lips. 

“Come to me tonight,” he said in a low, thick 
voice, his eyes burning with a silver fire. “Come 
to my bed, Rozlynd.” 
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When he awoke, Justan was certain that she’d 
come to him, after all. But as he shook off 
the last vestiges of sleep, he realized that he 
must have been dreaming. And yet it seemed 
that he could still feel her presence. Could she 
have come, and then left again when she found 
him asleep? He knew she had been hovering on 
the edges of uncertainty, wanting him but not 
wanting to want him. 

He got quietly out of bed and went into 
the other room, thinking she might be there, 
waging a silent battle with that uncertainty. But 
the room was empty and silent, even though 
something of her presence remained. He lit a 
lamp and searched his quarters, even checking 
the large wardrobe before he shook his head at 
his foolishness. 

How could she possibly be here, when he’d 


199 


Saranne Dawson he 


bolted the outer door after finally giving up 
any hope that she would come? But then she’d 
somehow passed through a bolted door before. 

He turned off the lamp and sat down on the 
edge of his bed, irritated with the uneasiness of 
his thoughts. She wasn’t the only one plagued by 
uncertainty. He rested his elbows on his knees 
and ran his fingers through his hair. He wasn't 
yet prepared to acknowledge it as a fact, but 
the thought was lurking there in his brain: he’d 
made a mistake by bringing her here. 

He’d been so sure he could control.anything 
that might happen, so secure in his position 
in this place. He’d never really doubted that if 
she regained the lost powers of the Dammai, he 
could bend her to his will. 

It was an understandable mistake, though he 
was in no mood to forgive himself. Throughout 
his life, people had always bent to his will, and 
generally with little effort on his part. Even his 
father hadn’t been a match for him; in his final 
years, he’d retreated more and more into drunk- 
enness, leaving Justan to rule while he was still 
in his teens. Men followed him unquestioningly; 
women sought his favors. Even his enemies 
would not challenge him alone, but rather 
formed alliances against him. 

And in battle, he’d prevailed by choosing his 
wars carefully and not pressing his advantage 
too strongly when the other side weakened, 
because today’s enemy was intended to become 
tomorrow’s ally. 
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He believed that it was all within his grasp 
now. His enemies were tiring and exhausting 
their resources, while he remained both strong 
and wealthy, thanks in part to an abundance 
of gold and other resources, and thanks in no 
small part to his attention to the needs of his 
people. 

Only Malked remained as a threat to him— 
and then only if he allied himself with some 
of the others. And even though Malked had 
scoffed, Justan knew that his discovery of a 
Dammai in Katandi was giving Maiked second 
thoughts about starting a war against Justan. 

The Dammai had never ruled by virtue of con- 
quests, but rather because any potential enemy 
had been afraid to face their sorcery. And until 
they'd pursued the fleeing Kargan beyond the 
borders of their lands, no one—apparently not 
even the Dammai themselves—had known that 
their powers were not without limits. 

Justan thought wryly that if the Dammai who 
had come back after all these years had been 
male, he would almost certainly have put him 
to death. But when he found Rozlynd, his male 
arrogance had led him to believe he could con- 
trol her, Dammai or not. 

Still, even if he had known then that she would 
not submit to his will, he could not have killed 
her. She might not have come into her powers 
then, but she had still ensorcelled him from that 
first night in the tavern. And Torry, who could 
certainly pose a threat to him as well, he had 
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quickly come to love as his own son. 

Justan’s mind went back over the years to 
all the times when he’d gone up to the tower 
to stare at the mute symbol of Dammai pow- 
er. From the beginning, he’d always harbored 
an illogical belief that even though it was a 
Dammai place, he too belonged there and he 
too was touched somehow by its magic. 

And now the obelisk glowed again—but it 
shone for her, not for him. Or did it? What 
he’d felt for that brief moment up there with 
her was a yearning that went far beyond the 
mere need to have her. 

He sat there in his darkened bedchamber, 
aching with unfulfilled desire and burning with 
the need to control a destiny that he sensed was 
slipping through his fingers. There would be no 
more sleep for him this night. 


Rozlynd awoke slowly, clinging to a memory 
that wasn’t a memory, holding to what might 
have been. Even when she was fully awake and 
hearing Torry’s voice as he talked to the maid, 
she was still half-caught in that strangeness. 

After Justan’s urgent invitation, she had 
walked through the rest of the day with visions 
of what might be—if she went to him. She’d 
gone to play at the tavern and had lost herself in 
her music even more than before. The haunting 
strains of the lythra became a background for a 
vision of two naked bodies moving to ancient 
rhythms, shifting from light to shadow as those 
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rhythms built to a shattering crescendo. 

Afterward, Mathelde had said that there’d 
been something different in her playing. Pressed 
by Rozlynd to explain what she meant, the older 
woman had actually blushed. 

“It got me to thinking of a long time ago, 
dearie, when Josat and me was young like ye.” 

Rozlynd had returned to the keep in an agi- 
tated state, torn between what she wanted and 
what she feared. And in the end, fear had won— 
but just barely. She feared giving herself to 
Justan because she knew it was a step from 
which there could be no retreat. How she knew 
this, she couldn’t have said—but she knew. 

Still, she’d gone to bed thinking of him, imag- 
ining him in his own bed, waiting for her. And 
when she was in that tentative place between 
wakefulness and sleep, a sudden vision had 
come to her: Justan in his bed, all traces of 
harshness gone from his face as he slept. And 
she'd felt, for just one moment, that she’d been 
there—or some part of her had been there, 
standing beside his bed. 

As she got out of bed now, she wondered if 
it might have happened. Had she gone there, 
just as she’d gone to the tower that time? All 
she knew for sure was that he had started to 
stir restlessly and she had seen his dark lashes 
flutter—and then it ended. 

The cool air in the room touched her heated 
body in a curiously sensual way, and brought 
with it a sharp, sudden memory. She and Tarren 
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had made love once, just days before he was 
killed by the Llantis. And she could remember 
awakening to find that they’d forgotten to add 
logs to the fire. The cool air had touched a body 
newly awakened to the pleasures of love—and 
the memory had survived to haunt her now. 

A deep, sharp pain shot through Rozlynd 
as she longed for those days—for that quiet, 
uneventful life in the village and the equally 
quiet, undemanding love Tarren had given her. 
And most of all, she longed for the innocence 
of that time before she’d discovered Dammai 
sorcery. 

Before her thoughts could grow even more 
painful, Rozlynd went to join Torry, who was 
eating a bowl of porridge and dried fruits as he 
warmed himself at the hearth before going off 
to school. The maid brought her a cup of strong 
tea and a butter-drenched piece of fresh-baked 
bread and she took a seat beside her brother. 

“Justan told me you've had problems at 
school,” she said carefully. “Why didn’t you 
tell me about it, Torry?” 

He wouldn't meet her gaze and he didn’t reply. 
Then, when she simply sat there waiting, he 
finally glanced at her briefly. 

“You wouldn't understand, ‘cause you're a 
girl. 

“That's not fair, Torry. It’s because of me that 
you've had trouble, isn’t it?” 

He looked up at her again, this time with 
a determined expression that made him look 
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_ years older and brought a lump to her throat. 

“Justan’s going to teach me how to fight. 
He said he would. Then no one can call you 
names.” 

“Fighting won't solve anything,” she replied, 
knowing it was useless. 

“Yes, it will,” he insisted. “They'll stop if they 
know I can beat them up.” 

She couldn’t dispute that, so she didn’t try. 
“You like him a lot, don’t you?” she asked 
instead. 

“Who—Justan?” When she nodded, he did 
the same. Then, in one of those bursts of insight 
that never fail to catch adults by surprise, Torry 
looked at her challengingly. 

“You don’t like him, do you, Rozzie?” 

“He’s .. . been very kind to us,” she said slow- 
ly, not about to give him an answer she hadn't 
sorted out herself. 

“He says that you have a lot of adjustments 
to make,” Torry stated, pronouncing the new 
word carefully. “He says I should be patient.” 

“Oh?” She didn’t like the notion that they'd 
been discussing her and that Justan must have 
been defending her. 

He shrugged. “The sorcery and all that.” 

She reached out to take his hand. “Torry, I’m 
sorry if I haven’t been myself—but you'll have 
to face this someday, too, you know.” 

He jerked his hand free and stood up. “I don't 
want to be a sorcerer. I don’t want people star- 
ing at me and calling me names.” 
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And before she could think of a response to © 
that, he had gathered up his things and run off 
to school. 

I don’t want it, either, she said to herself, 
wondering if Torry, too, had been thinking of 
their other life. But she was also proud to be 
Dammai, and proud of the use to which she 
was putting her talents. 

Of course, she thought, I don’t have to put © 
up with taunts. The people here at the keep 
and the patrons at the tavern treated her with 
great respect. Only when she occasionally went 
to market did she sometimes see fear or hatred 
in the eyes of others. But none of them dared 
to say or do anything because she was always 
accompanied by Justan’s men. 

She decided she would have to talk with Torry 
about all this, and perhaps she should take him 
to the surgery with her and let him see Dammai 
magic at work to help people. Often, they came 
to her fearfully, but by the time they left, the 
fear was replaced by gratitude. 


Before going to the surgery, she stopped by to 
see Raina and the baby. Raina had summoned 
her the day before because the child was fever- 
ish, but this morning, she was gurgling happily 
on a thick rug before the fire, while her proud 
parents finished their breakfast. 

She told them about her conversation with 
Torry, and they both agreed that she should 
take him with her to the surgery. 
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“When he sees how much good you do, 
Rozlynd, he'll change his mind,” Raina said. 

“But he can’t hope to change the minds of 
those boys at school,” Hallen said disgustedly. 
“They're echoing their parents, who are mere- 
ly repeating what the priests tell them about 
you. Justan’s headed for a showdown with old 
Tomas one of these days. The man’s always 
been a thorn in his side and he hasn’t improved 
with age. I hear that you’ve become his favorite 
topic of conversation.” 

Rozlynd told them that she had offered to 
meet with the high priest, but Justan had 
feared the outcome of such a meeting. They 
both laughed at the thought of Tomas being 
flung over the keep’s walls. 

“I gather you haven't been throwing Justan 
around again,” Hallen said with a grin. “I’m 
not sure he'd survive another such blow to his 
pride.” 

Rozlynd was surprised that Justan had told 
them about it, and they both saw that on her 
face. 7 

“Oh, he told me about it, all right,” Hallen 
chuckled. “In fact, he had quite a lot to say 
about it, but most of it doesn’t bear repeating 
in civilized company.” 

Raina smiled. “I must admit that.I rather 
enjoy the thought of my cousin being bested 
by a woman.” 

Rozlynd laughed with them, but she didn't 
feel triumphant. She was as much at Justan’s 
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very different reasons. 


When she arrived at the surgery, the waiting 
room was filled with sniffling, coughing people. 
Tadiz’ assistant was going from one to the other 
of them, deciding which ones could be sent 
home with medicines and which needed to be 
seen either by Tadiz or by her. 

A short time later, an older woman was 
brought in from the city on a litter carried by 
two of her sons. Her right leg was bandaged 
from foot to knee, and when Tadiz unwrapped 
the bandage, the stench arising from her sores 
made them both avert their heads, then glance 
at each other in silent agreement that the leg 
could not be saved. 

Rozlynd had discovered by now that there 
were limits to her powers. She could not heal 
the ravages of old age—of bodies that, as Tadiz 
said, had lived their lives. And she was immedi- 
ately certain that this poor woman’s leg was 
beyond saving, though perhaps she might have 
saved it if the woman had been brought to her 
sooner. 

Nevertheless, she placed her hands scant 
inches away from the festering sores, only to — 
remove them after a moment and shake her 
head sadly. She’d felt nothing because there 
was no life left in the limb. 

Tadiz explained to the woman and her sons 
that the only way she could be saved was to 
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remove the lower part of the leg. Rozlynd was 
surprised when the woman stated in a strong 
tone that they should “get on with it, then”, 
saying that she could manage without it and 
her grandchildren needed her. 

Tadiz drew Rozlynd aside while the sons car- 
ried their mother into the surgery. She knew 
what he intended to ask her and dreaded it. 

“Can you take away the pain while I oper- 
ate?” 

“Yes, I think so,” she said. “But I don’t know 
if I can... watch.” 

“Then close your eyes,” he said matter-of- 
factly. “I could give her whiskey, but I’ve seen 
this disease many times and strong spirits are 
not good for people who suffer from it.” 

She nodded and followed him into the sur- 
gery, then laid her hands on the forehead of the 
trembling woman. When Tadiz picked up the 
ugly saw, Rozlynd closed her eyes. Her hands 
began to tingle, and she felt the woman’s trem- 
ors cease. She even made a soft sighing sound 
as she lapsed into unconsciousness—probably, 
Rozlynd thought, the first peace she’d known 
for some time. 

Rozlynd had no idea how long she stood there 
with her eyes closed and her fingertips resting 
lightly on the woman’s brow. She heard the terri- 
ble sounds of Tadiz at work, but it was as though 
they came from a great distance. Several times, 
she felt herself beginning to sway, but righted 
herself quickly, fearing that if she were to faint, 
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the woman would awaken. Then, finally, the 
physician was touching her arm gently. _ 

“It’s over, Rozlynd. Now if you could just tend 
to the wound—” 

Rozlynd opened her eyes, then felt herself 
swaying again as she saw the blood. Tadiz’ assis- 
tant was carrying the severed limb, wrapped in 
a blood-soaked cloth, over to the back door of 
the surgery. The physician put his arm around 
her shoulders to steady her, and she drew in 
a deep, shaky breath, immediately regretting it 
when the foul odors assaulted her nostrils. Her 
arms ached, as though she had been carrying a 
heavy burden for a long, long time. 

But she did what was required, feeling the 
healing warmth pour from her fingers as she 
held them over the suppurating stump until the 
bleeding stopped. Tadiz then applied bandages 
and they went to talk to the sons. 

When he told them that their mother would 
live, thanks in no small part to Rozlynd’s help, 
both young men bowed to her clumsily. 

“We dinna know if t’would work,” the one 
said. “The priest told us ’tis the work of the devil 
ye do here, but our ma said that the Dammai 
weren't no devils.” 

“And now you know that your mother was 
right,’ Tadiz said sternly. “The priests know 
very well that I would never permit the devil’s 
work to be done here.” 

Both men nodded respectfully. Rozlynd was 
very grateful for Tadiz’ words, since she knew 


210 


Awakenings 


that only Justan himself was held in higher 
regard by the people. When the woman had 
been carried off to one of the small rooms where 
they kept patients who had to be watched over, 
she thanked Tadiz for his support. 

He waved away her gratitude. “Ignorance— 
that’s all it is. I have no time for those muttering 
old men who call themselves servants of God. 
Doing good is doing God’s work—and what 
youre doing here, Rozlynd, is good. I don’t 
know where or how the Dammai got their 
powers, but I do know that they used them 
for good, not evil.” 

Rozlynd felt so grateful to this man, who had 
from the beginning welcomed her assistance 
when he might as easily have been jealous of 
her abilities. She started to tell him that, but 
they were suddenly interrupted by a soldier who 
burst breathlessly into the room. 

“A building’s collapsed in the old market. 
There’re people trapped inside, and Sergeant 
Havers says come quick! I’ve got horses wait- 
ing.” - ; 
Tadiz grabbed his cloak and bag and Rozlynd 
picked up her cloak as well. Within moments, 
they were clattering through the narrow streets 
of the city’s oldest section. 

“Have you been there?” Tadiz asked her. 

She shook her head. “I thought Mathelde 
Sheppard told me that those buildings were 
unoccupied after the market was moved.” 

“They were. They were to have been taken 
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down come spring, but there were some squat- 
ters living in them for the winter.” 

“Squatters?” Rozlynd echoed as they had io 
slow down because of the milling crowds. Every- 
one she'd seen in the city had seemed so well-fed 
and housed. © 

“They came in from the hills at the beginning 
of the winter.” Tadiz told her. “From Malked’s 
lands. He didn’t leave them enough to get them 
through the winter. We've had a few of them 
before, but not this many, and there was no 
other place to house them.” 

They reined in their horses as the crowd 
became impenetrable. Rozlynd could hear men 
shouting somewhere ahead of them. The soldier 
who had led them here called to the crowd to 
make way, and the sea of people parted. In the 
distance, she could hear the clanging of the fire 
bells, announcing the arrival of the big water 
carts. 

A well-dressed, but dirt-covered man hurried 
up to them and Rozlynd recognized him as one 
of the city’s physicians who'd visited Tadiz only 
recently at the keep. 

“There are people still trapped inside the 
building that’s burning,” he told them. “No one 
can get through to bring them out. But we've 
got plenty of broken bones and burns to treat 
already.” 

They followed him through thickening smoke, 
and as they drew closer to the scene, Rozlynd 
could hear the screams of those still inside the 
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burning building. Leaving the other two men, 
she ran toward the screams, halting only when 
a hand grabbed her roughly. 

“What’ya tryin’ to do, lady? Ye canna go in 
there.” 

She turned toward the uniformed man and 
saw slow recognition come over his smoke- 
grimed face. 

“Ye're the Dammai!” he said, letting her go 
quickly. 

She nodded impatiently, trying to see through 
the heavy smoke. “Why are they trapped?” 

“Roof beams fell in,” he said. “We tried to 
budge them, but they’re too heavy. They're 
trapped, poor sods.” 

“Show me,” she ordered, lifting her skirts to 
pick her way across the rubble. 

The soldier caught up with her and took her 
arm again. “Lord Justan wouldn't want ye to 
risk yerself, ma’am. There’s naught to be done. 
Ye can't even get to the beams now, ’cause of 
the flames.” 

Rozlynd pulled free and ran toward the 
flames, finally able to see well enough through 
the smoke to find her own way. The beams had 
caved in to form a giant “X” across the doorway 
to an inner room, and flames licked greedily at 
the entrance. Beyond it, she could just make 
out the figures of the screaming people. And 
then, even above the roar of the flames and the 
screams, she heard a shout. 

“It’s her! It’s the Dammai! She'll save us!” 
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Rozlynd saw her now, a young woman hold- 
ing a baby in her arms. Across thirty feet of 
flames and roiling black smoke, her eyes met 
those of the trapped people. And then she felt a 
surge of energy so powerful that it very nearly 
knocked her off her feet. 

Her hand came up to trace an intricate pattern 
of blue light in the semidarkness and ancient 
words came to her lips. She was vaguely aware 
of men rushing up to her side, then heard their 
shouts of surprise as the flames vanished and the 
fallen beams trembled and then turned to black 
dust. The screams beyond the barricade turned 
to exultant cries of deliverance as certain death 
was exchanged for life. 

Trembling and exhausted, Rozlynd stumbled 
away, waving off their gratitude as she sought 
Tadiz and the other physicians. The rest of the 
building was still burning and it took her a few 
moments of wandering through the unnatural 
darkness until she came upon Tadiz. 

One look at her and he tried to order her back 
to the keep, but she shook her head. All around 
them, people were crying out in pain, and some 
of them had already recognized her and were 
reaching out to her. 

Time had no meaning for her.as she stumbled 
from one injured person to another, healing 
when she could and taking away the conscious- 
ness of the more seriously injured so that the 
physicians could tend them. The pain in her 
hands was so great that she winced each time 
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she took away the pains of others. Her throat 
felt as though it were on fire and her chest 
ached with every breath. 

She was oblivious to the sounds around her by 
now, but one voice had just begun to penetrate 
the fog that was filling her brain when two 
strong and familiar hands gripped her shoul- 
ders and spun her around. 

Justan’s eyes were blazing with anger, but 
when she raised her face to stare at him, it 
died quickly. Then, for a moment, it seemed 
to her that there were two of him. And after 
that, there was nothing. 


Once again, Rozlynd awoke in bed with no 
knowledge of how she'd gotten there. But at least 
this time, she recognized her own room. Her 
throat still felt raw, and when she coughed, her 
chest ached badly. Then Justan’s face appeared 
again, and she remembered his anger. It was 
difficult for her to focus her eyes, so she couldn’t 
see him clearly enough to know if he was still 
angry. And she didn’t understand that anger. 

“Why—?” She got no further because her 
voice was a mere croak, and a very painful one 
at that. 

Justan turned away from her and asked for 
some water, then slid an arm around her and 
lifted her so that he was cradling her in his 
arms. 

Was he angry? she wondered. But the ques- 
tion was less important to her at the moment 
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than her tiredness. She’d never felt so tired in 
her entire life. She could not have sat up with- 
out his help, and it seemed that every muscle in 
her body ached the way her hands sometimes 
pained her after long use: 

Tessa, her maid, appeared at her bedside and 
handed Justan a cup. Rozlynd was alarmed at 
her expression. The girl looked as though she 
expected Rozlynd to die at any moment. To 
disprove that, Rozlynd drank thirstily from the 
cup that Justan held to her lips. She was just 
tired, not dying. Surely there was a difference! 

She drank as much as she could. Justan set 
aside the cup and stared at her. Her eyes were 
focusing better now, and she was still convinced 
that he was angry. In a way, that relieved her 
worries about herself. Surely he wouldn’t be 
angry with her if she were near death? Or was 
he angry because her death would ruin his plans 
to use her? She was so tired that her brain was 
having difficulty sorting all this out. 

“What—?” She started to ask what was wrong 
with her. Her voice sounded more normal, but 
her question was cut off by a coughing spasm 
that left her even weaker. 

Justan lowered her to the pillows again, then 
stood up and frowned at her. Or at least she 
thought he was frowning. Her vision was slip- 
ping out of focus again. 

“What indeed!” he burst out in a harsh voice. 
“I should string Tadiz from the wall of the keep 
for putting you through that.” 
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Alarmed for Tadiz’ sake, Rozlynd tried to 
speak again, but Justan held up a hand to 
stop her. She saw two hands, even though he 
held up only one. 

“No, he’s safe enough. I wouldn’t harm him. 
Besides, he probably couldn't control you any 
more than—” He stopped abruptly. 

“He says that all you need is rest,” he finished 
after a pause. 

But Rozlynd was already drifting off again. 


When she awoke again, Rozlynd was alone— 
and grateful for that. She was both thirsty 
and terribly hungry, but she lay there for a 
few moments, reconstructing what had hap- 
pened. When. she recalled Justan’s statement 
about Tadiz’ not being able to control her, she 
actually smiled. And she was still smiling when 
the door opened very slowly and Torry put his 
head around the edge. 

“You're better!” he said, bounding into the 
room and leaping onto her bed. He loved the 
big beds here and despite her admonitions con- 
tinued to bounce on them every chance he got. 

She groaned. “I won't be better if you keep 
jumping up and down like that.” 

But she was better. Her throat was still slight- . 
ly sore and her chest ached, as did the rest of 
her—but at least she was no longer entertaining 
thoughts of her own death. 

“You really slept a long time,” he said when 
he had stopped his bouncing and settled onto 
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the side of the bed. “Justan’s really mad at you.” 

“Because I slept so long?” she asked, motion- 
ing for him to pour some water for her from the 
pitcher beside the bed. 

He got up and did as requested. “No, he said 
you needed to rest. He’s mad because you used 
your powers too much. But Raina says that 
you saved a lot of people and Justan should 
stop complaining. She said Justan was really 
scared, not mad.” 

“Hmmpphh!” was Rozlynd’s only comment 
as she drank the water. 

“I know you don’t like Justan, but I think he 
really likes you,” Torry said with a sly grin that 
made him look far wiser than his years. 

She was about to say that it wasn’t her that 
Justan “really liked” as much as it was her 
powers, but she kept quiet—partly because 
she knew how much Torry cared for Justan, 
and partly because she wasn’t really sure what 
Justan thought. And at the moment, she didn’t 
much care, either. 

Torry slid off the bed. “TI gotta go tell Justan 
that you're awake. I promised I would.” 

“No!” she said, but too late. He was already out 
the door. But he must have stopped long enough 
to inform Tessa that she was awake, because the 
girl appeared a moment later. Rozlynd got out of 
bed carefully, groaning slightly as her muscles 
resisted even that movement. 

“Tessa, I must have a bath and wash my hair. 
I still srnell of smoke.” 
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“But Lord Justan said that you were to stay 
in bed until Master Tadiz checks you,” the girl 
protested. 

“You don’t work for Lord Justan—you ier 
for me. And I want a bath.” Then she softened 
her tone when she saw the girl’s stricken expres- 
sion. 

“Don't worry, Tessa. I'll deal with Lord Jus- 
tan.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” the girl said with a smile that 
suggested to Rozlynd some whispered conversa- 
tions among the keep’s servants regarding their 
lord and the Dammai sorceress. 

Rozlynd did in fact want a bath to rid herself 
of the lingering stench of smoke, but she also 
saw it as a way of avoiding Justan for a time. 
Her brain felt as raw and irritated as her body 
and it therefore seemed wisest to stay away 
from him. 

But as it turned out, she couldn't avoid him 
for very long. Refreshed from her bath, she was 
devouring the food Tessa had brought her as 
she sat before the fire, when Justan walked 
in without knocking. A faint smell of smoke 
accompanied him and she wrinkled her nose. 

“I’ve just come from the old market,” he 
explained. “Before next winter, we'll have it 
rebuilt as housing.” 

“For Malked’s people?” she asked. 

“By then, they'll be my people, so perhaps 
they won't need it. They could manage on their 
own if Malked didn’t tax them to death.” 
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“How can Malked’s people become your peo- 
ple? I thought you had agreed to an alliance?” 

“So I did—but that was only to keep him 
from causing trouble for a time. How are you 
feeling?” 

“Much better,” she said, not at all pleased to 
hear that he thought so little of his promises, 
even if it was a promise made to the likes of 
Lord Malked. 

“You did too much, Rozlynd,” he stated, 
standing there and glaring at her. “You put 
yourself at risk because you don’t yet know the 
limits of your powers.” 

“Would you rather that I had let those people 
burn to death?” she challenged. 

“If it meant risking your life to save them— 
yes. 

“You may think that way, Justan—but I don’t. 
And I never believed myself to be at risk.” 

He abruptly turned his back on her to stare 
into the fire. “I spoke with the sergeant who 
was there with you. He said he tried to stop 
you, but you insisted on going in there. Then 
you made the fire stop and the beams that had 
been blocking the door just crumbled to dust.” 

“Yes. That’s what happened,” she confirmed. 

He spun around to face her. “And you just 
accept that you can do such a thing?” 

“I don't have a choice,” she replied. “I didn’t 
ask for these powers, Justan—but since I have 
them, it seems to me that I should put them to 
good use.” 
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Instead of responding to that, he turned 
abruptly and left the room. Rozlynd stared after 
him, thinking about his behavior. It seemed that 
he was having more difficulty dealing with her 
talents than she herself was at this point. Could 
he be jealous of her, worried that she would 
usurp his authority here? 

Perhaps he has reason to worry, she thought 
angrily. Katandi belonged to my people for cen- 
turies before his people stole it. And if J were 
the ruler, there would be no more wars. 


Rozlynd returned to her work at the surgery 
two days later. She had begged off playing at 
the tavern for a time, however. The Sheppards, 
who had visited her twice since the fire, were 
very understanding, saying that her health and 
the work in the surgery was much more impor- 
tant. 

They also told her that all over the city, peo- 
ple were singing her praises. Everyone knew by 
now what she had done and people she had 
treated at the surgery now openly admitted to 
having gone to her and received help. 

Rozlynd was pleased to hear that, but won- 
dered what the priests had to say about it. 
Justan had seemed to dismiss them, but she 
worried that she might unwittingly contribute 
to unrest as those who supported her clashed 
with those loyal to the priests. 

She was busy in the surgery all day. By mid- 
afternoon, however, only a few people remained 
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and Tadiz left her and his assistant to deal with 
them as he went to check on the progress of 
those injured in the fire, who were recuperating 
at several sites scattered around the city. 

The last patient had just gone when a young 
woman carrying a baby appeared at the door, 
accompanied by a guard who explained that 
he’d let her in because she’d said she wasn’t a 
patient, but just wanted to speak to Rozlynd. 

Rozlynd nodded and the guard left. The young 
woman looked familiar, but a few seconds 
passed before Rozlynd realized that the other 
time she’d seen her had been beyond a wall 
of fire. She was the one who had shouted that 
Rozlynd was Dammai and would save them. 

She smiled at the woman, glad to see that 
both mother and child were well. The woman 
began to babble excitedly in an accent so thick 
that Rozlynd could barely understand her, but 
it was clear that she’d just come to thank her 
for saving them. 

Rozlynd lifted the baby into her arms and 
began to unwrap it to make certain it was well, 
and as soon as she was relieved of her burden, 
the young woman flung herself at Rozlynd’s 
feet and clutched at her skirts as she continued 
to thank her. Embarrassed, Rozlynd tried to 
raise the woman to her feet again, and just as 
she bent to her, Justan strode into the room. 

When the woman saw him, she curtsied quick- 
ly, then took her baby and hurried away. Still 
embarrassed over the woman’s display, Rozlynd 
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hastened to explain to Justan who she was. He 
merely nodded, then stated rather formally that 
he wished to speak to her. 

Rozlynd would have liked to put him off, but 
at that moment, Tadiz returned, and since there 
were no more patients, she was bereft of an 
excuse. Reluctantly, she followed him to the 
room where he had taken her before, and she 
had to fight down memories of that encounter. 

After he had closed the door behind them, he 
politely offered her some wine. She accepted, 
then waited for the tirade that must be coming. 
Determined to be civil as long as possible, she 
affixed a polite expression to her face. 

Unfortunately, she was unable to prevent the 
voice that echoed through her mind: Justan’s 
voice, thick with passion, telling her that he 
wanted her. It was almost as though that voice 
had remained in the room, echoing endlessly, 
awaiting her return to remind her what she had 
denied herself. 

“Can you control what you do?” he asked, 
shattering the silence between them. 

“I’m not sure what you mean,” she said, 
although she was. 

“Was it you who decided to rescue those peo- 
ple—or were you forced to do it?” 

The question made her very uncomfort- 
able, and she guessed that he knew that. 
It was true that she’d reached some sort 
of acceptance of her newly emerged talents, 
but his question only pointed out how little 
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she really knew. And it revealed her great- 
est fear as well: the fear that she was no 
longer in control of her own life, that she 
was being swept along by forces beyond her 
understanding. 

“I don’t know,” she said truthfully, then hur- 
ried foolishly to deny that ignorance, more for 
her own sake than for his. 

“I was frightened of the smoke and fire. But 
then the woman you saw in the surgery recog- 
nized me and shouted that I would save them— 
and I did.” 

“I don’t like this!” he said harshly, crashing 
his fist on the desk. 

Rozlynd was shocked, although she tried not 
to let it show. She was seeing a side of him that 
she hadn’t seen before, and she went back to 
her earlier thoughts about his possible jealousy 
of her. 

“It was a mistake for me to have brought 
you here,” he said in a somewhat more normal 
voice. “At the time, I had thought—” 

“You thought you could use Dammai power 
to gain the throne,” she finished for him. 

She expected him to deny it, but instead, after 
a moment, he nodded unapologetically. 

“T will not help you win wars—even if I could,” 
she stated succinctly. 

He regarded her for a long moment. “How 
can you be so sure, when you admit that you 
may not be controlling your powers?” 

She stared at him, aghast, then quickly began 
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to marshal her protests. “I’ve used them only 
for good purposes: to save lives: I haven’t used 
them to kill.” 

“But you don’t know that you can’t, do you?” 
he challenged. “Your ancestors certainly did.” 

“You're lying, Justan. If they did kill, it was 
only to defend themselves—against people like 
your ancestors.” 

“How much do you know of that battle?” 

“Only that Kargan attacked and killed all but 
the small group that managed to escape.” 

“The Dammai ruled the lands of the Medyars 
for many centuries because they conquered - 
every enemy in their path. When Kargan tried 
to free the people from their sorcery, they drove 
him away. And even as he was retreating beyond 
the borders of the Medyar lands, they pursued 
him. That’s when their powers abandoned them. 
There were never many of them and they had no 
weaponry because they hadn't needed any—so 
they were easy to defeat once their sorcery no 
longer worked.” 

“I don't believe that,” she replied angrily. 
“You're only repeating your ancestor's self- 
serving words.” 

“Think about it, Rozlynd. You know at least 
something of Dammai power by now. How 
could he have defeated them if their pow- 
ers hadn't abandoned them? There were still 
Dammai in this keep when he returned to 
Katandi after defeating them. But the light had 
gone from the tower and so had their powers.” 
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He waved an impatient arm in the direction of 
the tower. 

“Whatever it is that’s up there abandoned 
them. It abandoned them because they became 
too arrogant, because they pursued an already 
defeated army.” 

Rozlynd stared at the tiny carved warriors on 
the shelf behind him. She knew that Kargan 

would certainly have told a tale that suited 
his purposes, but Justan was right about one 
thing: the Dammai could not have been defeated 
unless their powers abandoned them. 

Furthermore, Kargan’s story would explain 
the question that had nagged at her ever since 
she’d found out about Dammai sorcery.. Why 
had her people not only forsworn their magic, 
but even denied its existence? 

She thought about that time when her grand- 
father had hinted at Dammai magic and how 
her mother had vehemently denied it. So per- 
haps they had known about it, but had con- 
spired to keep their knowledge from succeeding 
generations. 

“You are right that Kargan might have tai- 
lored the story to suit his own purposes. By 
all accounts, he was a driven, fanatic man who 
believed God had ordered him to rid the land 
of the Dammai. But his story still has the ring 
of truth. 

“The story in my family is that he died after 
crying out that the light in the tower had 
returned. It hadn't, of course. But in every 
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generation since, the Lords of Katandi have 
checked the tower regularly, fearing that it 
would return. My father told me all this on 
the day he first took me there. 

“Unlike them, I have never feared the return 
of that light. None of them felt what I’ve felt up 
there.” 

“And what have you felt, Justan?” she asked, 
half contemptuously and half in simple curios- 
ity. He wasn’t Dammai; he couldn’t have felt 
anything. 

“I don't know—except that I never felt fear. 
The first time I went up there alone, I vowed 
that I would one day rule all the Medyars. I 
think I made that vow up there deliberately— 
almost as a challenge to whatever power lay 
hidden in the obelisk.” 

He stopped, but she had the feeling that he 
had intended to say more, then thought better 
of it. Then he went on to say that he’d gone up 
to the tower each time he planned to lead his 
people into war. 

“I always felt that whatever is up there 
approved of what I was doing.” 

She thought—but did not say—that he be- 
lieved what he wanted to believe. What held 
her back was her growing confusion about the 
power of the obelisk. She had been seeing it 
as merely an object through which wondrous 
powers were conferred upon her people. But 
what if it was more than that? What if it truly 
did control her—and perhaps Justan as well? 
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“You haven't gone back to the tower since 
that night, have you?” 


Rozlynd stiffened involuntarily. How was it -_ 


that he seemed to know so often what was trou- 
bling her? It was uncanny. 

“I’ve felt no need to go there,” she replied. 

“The light is nearly blinding now. If I hadn’t 
boarded up the windows, it could be seen for 
miles at night.” 

She shrugged. “Boarding the windows makes 
little difference now. I doubt there is anyone 
within sight of its light who doesn’t know that 
I exist.” 

“Then come up there with me now and we'll 
remove the boards.” 

“I'm tired, Justan. And as I said, it really makes 
no difference.” She got up and started toward 
the door, but his soft taunt stopped her. 

“You're not tired, Rozlynd. You're afraid. 
You're afraid to go up there with me and find 
out that we're both part of some plan.” 

The black, blinding rage came over her sud- 
denly. She whirled about to face him. “If there 
is a plan, you play no part in it, Justan. That 
light burns for me—not for you! You would do 
well to remember that.” 

She stopped, as shocked by her outburst as 
he appeared to be. Once again, it was as though 
something had seized control of her, forcing 
those words from her. 

They stared at each other in a charged silence, 
until he broke it with a quiet challenge. 
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“If you believe that you can kill me, then 
do it!” ia 

To her horror, Rozlynd felt her hand begin to 
move upward. He saw it, but stood his ground. 
She clenched her fist and held her arm rigidly 
at her side and the anger began to drain away. 

“You can’t kill me, Rozlynd,” he said, but 
without mockery. “I’m as much a part of this 
as you are.” 

She turned again and left the room. But his 
words followed her. And later, she thought 
about all that he’d said. Was it possible that 
there was a dark side to Dammai magic? Was 
that the reason her people had forsworn it? Had 
they been corrupted by their great powers—and 
now was that corruption touching her? 
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Rozlynd awoke in the stillness of the night. The 
image that followed her up from sleep was that 
of the obelisk, its light so blinding that she 
could barely make out its contours. 

She sat up in bed and ran her fingers distract- 
edly through her sleep-disheveled hair. It wasn’t 
so surprising that she should be dreaming of 
the obelisk. She’d spent the hours since her 
encounter with Justan tormenting herself with 
unanswerable questions. 

In that moment when he’d challenged her to 
try to kill him, she had felt as though her body 
were being used to wage some sort of ancient 
war whose purpose she could not guess. Some- 
thing in her wanted to lash out at him, while 
something else stopped her and seemed to be 
whispering that they were bound together. 
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Rozlynd hugged herself in fear. What was 
happening to her? Was she in danger of losing 
herself to forces she couldn't begin to under- 
stand? Or had that already happened? 

She sighed deeply. She needed answers, and 
the only hope of finding those answers lay in 
the tower she’d been avoiding. She felt the influ- 
ence of the obelisk wherever she went, but only 
there, in its actual presence, did she feel its full 
force. 

As she thought about this, she sat there in 
her bed, half-expecting that she would sudden- 
ly find herself there again with no knowledge 
of how she'd gotten there. But the moments 
passed, and although she felt the lure of the 
tower, she remained where she was. If she were 
going to go up there, it seemed that she had to 
take herself there. 

So she climbed out of bed, put on her soft 
leather shoes and went to get her cloak, then 
dug out the key to the tower that she’d hidden 
in a drawer. She was very nervous—but also 
very determined. This time, she was going to 
the tower of her own volition to seek some 
answers. 

After briefly checking on her sleeping broth- 
er, she stepped out into the cold, silent corridor 
where only a few of the oil lamps along the 
stone walls burned, casting pools of soft yellow 
light between dark-shadows. 

She hesitated only when she reached the 
hallway where the tower entrance was located. 
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_ Justan’s quarters were there as well, and her 
thoughts veered to him. For just a moment, she 
wanted to go to him instead of to the tower. But 
when that familiar aching need swept through 
her, she ignored it and hurried on. She could 
not afford to think of Justan now. 

She inserted the key into the lock and held 
her breath at the sound, which was unnaturally 
loud in the silence of the night. Then she pushed 
open the door and was immediately bathed in 
the soft, bluish light that had managed to find 
its way down the twisting staircase. 

After pausing to close the door behind her, 
Rozlynd started slowly up the steps. Before she 
was even halfway up, the light had become as 
bright as daylight, albeit a daylight tinged with 
blue. And it was warm, so warm that she began 
to feel uncomfortable in the heavy cloak. 

The dooz to the tower room stood open and 
the light blazing from within was so bright that 
she put up her hands to shield her eyes until 
they seemed to adjust. Then she unfastened her 
cloak and let it drop to the floor. 

A gentle warmth bathed her skin beneath 
the light woolen shift, a warmth that seemed 
somehow to penetrate her entire body, creat- 
ing a feeling of great well-being. She wondered 
briefly if this was what her patients felt when she 
touched them. Several had described something 
like this. 

But I didn’t come here to be healed, she 
reminded herself. I came here for answers. 
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She stared through the brightness to its 
source. The outlines were visible, and as she 
stared at it, it seemed there were faint move- 
ments within it as well, darker lines that formed 
and reformed the runes that had by now 
become familiar to her, even if their meanings 
were not. 

She took a few steps toward the obelisk, still 
staring at those strange, shifting patterns. Then 
she stopped. 

“What are you?” she asked aloud. Then, when 
there was no response of any kind, she began to 
grow impatient. 

“What do you want of me? I need some 
answers.” 

And still nothing happened. The runes 
formed, changed, and formed again. Was it 
speaking to her through them? How could it 
expect her to know what they meant? She felt 
her frustration growing. What if the answers 
were there and she couldn’t understand them? 

Then it came to her that perhaps she could 
understand them. She took a few steps closer 
and stared harder at the patterns. They seemed 
so familiar, like something she had once known 
well, but had long since forgotten. 

Then she felt herself becoming drowsy. Her 
frustration waned, leaving only that sense of 
wondrous well-being. Her very body seemed to 
be growing insubstantial, floating away in the 
warmth and light. 

* 


* * 
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“Rozlynd!” 

She recognized the voice immediately, even 
though it seemed to be coming from a very long 
distance. Or was it she who was somewhere 
else? She still felt that wonderful floating sen- 
sation—right up to the moment when Justan’s 
arms came around her and drew her against his 
hard chest. And then the sensation was gone 
and she found herself on the warm stone floor, 
still bathed in the brilliant light. 

She made a sound of protest over the loss 
of that feeling, but even as she cried out, the 
sense of loss drained away and was replaced by 
a feeling of rightness—the rightness of being in 
his arms. 

“Are you all right?” he asked, and this time 
his voice was very close as his breath fanned 
against her ear. 

She nodded. “I came here to find some . 
answers.” 

“And have you found them?” he asked, still 
holding her close. 

She lifted her head. His face was bathed in the 
brilliant light and it made his eyes seem darker. 
She started to shake her head, then stopped and 
turned toward the obelisk instead. And in that 
moment, she became aware of the fact that 
he wore only a pair of light trousers and she 
wore only her shift and her soft curves were 
pressed against his firm flesh. And she heard 
his low, urgent voice again saying how much 
he wanted her. 
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She turned back toward him, wondering if 
perhaps he had spoken those words again. But 
the question became irrelevant the moment 
their eyes met and she saw the desire there. 
He raised a hand slowly and smoothed away 
the hair that had fallen across her cheek. 

“Rozlynd,” he said, his voice low and ragged, 
“I... need you.” 

“Yes,” she said simply, knowing that he could 
read the same great need in her own eyes. 

He drew her to him with a groan that stopped 
only when his mouth covered hers and his 
tongue probed urgently, seeking and finding 
hers in a sinuous, erotic dance. 

Their hands explored each other hungrily and 
the flimsy barriers of their clothing became 
unbearable and were quickly discarded. Then, 
for long moments, they simply held each other, 
both of them trembling from the force of their 
need but wanting, even so, to prolong that first 
time when flesh met flesh. 

Slowly, reluctantly, Justan got to his feet, then 
smiled down at her when she made a sound of 
protest and reached up to him. He bent to kiss 
her fingertips one by one, then let them go and 
walked over to the doorway, where they had 
both discarded their cloaks. He picked them up 
and brought them back to where she sat, then 
spread them out to make a bed. 

Rozlynd stared at him as he stood for a 
moment silhouetted before the glowing obelisk, 
tall and dark, with the evidence of his great need 
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thrusting out from its nest of dark hairs. And she 
felt the throbbing response from her own body. 
Need called to need in a language more ancient 
even than the runes that twisted about in the 
obelisk. 

Justan groaned, then lowered himself to her, 
covering her body with his as his mouth sought 
hers once more. 

She could feel the driving force of his need, 
but he took his time, holding that need at bay as 
he began to explore her body with his mouth and 
fingers. Every private, secret part of her yielded 
itself up to him, and she in turn began to learn 
his body in all its masculine hardness. He trem- 
bled beneath her touch, proving how tenuous 
his control over that raging hunger was. 

When his fingers began to probe that most 
secret part of her, she gasped from the new sen- 
sations that flooded through her, and he with- 
drew quickly. 

“Have I hurt you?” he asked, the passion in 
his eyes now clouded with concern. 

She shook her head and tried to guide his 
hand back again. But he laughed softly against 
her mouth, then began to trail kisses down her 
body, pausing to tease already hardened nip- 
ples before moving lower and lower. 

She made a sound again, but he ignored her 
this time as his tongue began to probe gently, 
giving her that most intimate of kisses. Rozlynd 
was at first shocked, but before that shock could 
be translated into a protest, she was swept away 
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into a world of new sensations. 

“Please,” she cried hoarsely, not even certain 
what it was she was asking, knowing only that 
she was now in a wild rush to go to a place she'd © 
never been. ; 

Justan raised himself up, then lifted her to 
meet his thrusting body as his eyes devoured 
her. He filled her with a pleasure that ap- 
proached pain, but was saved from it by his 
gentleness. And together, they moved into a 
rhythm that built and built and finally exploded 
into pure ecstasy. 

She protested when at last he left her, but 
he quickly drew her into his arms and they lay 
there curled together while the tiny tremors 
traveled through them and finally subsided. 

“You never told me if you found the answers,” 
he said softly as he stroked her lightly. 

“Yes,” she said sleepily. 


Justan smiled and decided not to tell her that 
he'd guessed the answer long ago. After listen- 
ing for a time to her slow breathing, he raised 
himself carefully on one elbow and stared at 
her, then turned toward the obelisk. 

The light was less blinding now and those 
movements he’d seen had ceased. Then the 
knowledge of what had happened here this 
night settled into him gently, and he smiled 
again. 

She stirred and her eyelids fluttered open and 
he bent to kiss her as he trailed a hand down 
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along the soft, curved length of her. 

“We belong to each other now,” he said, softly 
but firmly. 

Justan watched as the emotions played them- 
selves out on her lovely face: the love that made 
him ache to take her again, and fear that had 
him wanting to soothe her, and a hint of uncer- 
tainty and perhaps even rebellion that he knew 
he had to accept for now. 


Rozlynd lay perfectly still in the big bed, not 
wanting to disturb the man who slept beside 
her. His breath fanned over her bare shoulder. 
The bristly hairs on his arm tickled the soft 
undersides of her breast as it curved about her, 
and a long, muscular leg was flung across hers. 

She was trying hard to ignore this warmth 
of flesh against flesh that summoned memo- 
ries of last night and hinted of more pleasure 
to come. But no matter how hard she tried, 
she could not forget that ecstasy. The inevitable 
comparison came, though she wished it hadn't. 
It felt disloyal, but there simply was no com- 
parison between what she now knew had been 
tentative fumblings between her and Tarren, 
her betrothed, and the man who lay beside her 
now. That time belonged to innocence, a long- 
ago and faraway time that receded even as she 
thought about it. 

Justan had taken from her that time of inno- 
cence, and had given her instead the gift of 
passion. Her body felt different—again. Now, 
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not only the powers of the Dammai laid claim ~ } 
to it, but the Lord of Katandi as well. 

What had happened last night before pas- 
sion had burned away all reason? Had she been 
seduced by Justan—or had she become a help- 
less pawn in some grand plan designed by the 
power within the obelisk? 

No, she told herself firmly. If you were 
seduced, it was because you were willing, and 
if you were a pawn, you were not a helpless one. 
You wanted Justan—and you still want him. Her 
mother had always taught her that to deceive 
oneself was to commit the worst possible injus- 
tice to oneself, and she would not do that. She 
would not blame Justan or Dammai magic for 
what had happened. 

She wondered how Justan had happened to 
come to the tower. Could he have heard her 
opening the door? That seemed the most likely 
explanation. 

She'd gone there of her own free: will, seek- 
ing answers—wanting to know if whatever hid 
in that obelisk had some plan for her, or was 
capable of having a plan. 

She remembered that sense of floating, of 
drifting toward something—just before Justan 
arrived. Had those answers been within her 
grasp, only to be lost when he came into the 
tower? She thought that was probably the case. 
Surely the secrets of the Dammai would not be 
revealed in the presence of one whose ancestor 
had taken their lives. 
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She needed to get away from here—from him. 
His arrival there might well have been innocent, 
nothing more than curiosity aroused by hearing 
her, but she was still angry that he had destroyed 
her hope of gaining answers. 

Slowly, she began to ease herself away from 
him. But then his arm tightened around her 
waist and the slow rhythm of his breathing 
changed. He drew her back against him and 
his lips brushed lightly against her naked 
shoulder. 

“Stay,” he muttered in a voice still thick with 
sleep. 

“It’s late. Someone will find us.” She could 
see daylight rimming the heavy drapes. 

“Someone already has,” he replied, yawning. 
“I told Kari that we were to be left alone. He'll 
tell your maid.” 

Kari was Justan’s young aide. Rozlynd had 
only recently discovered that he’d been courting 
her maid, Tessa, for some time, and she sus- 
pected that that was how Tessa had come to 
be assigned to her. But she wasn’t about to 
let herself be sidetracked by that minor griev- 
ance now. 

She was, however, upset that Kari had found 
them together. She knew how the servants gos- 
siped and had no desire to be lumped together 
with the other women who'd shared Justan’s 
bed. She knew how such liaisons were whis- 
pered about in the keep and beyond it in the 
city. 
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“T will not be one of your women, Justan,” she 
told him firmly, pulling free of him to sit up in 
the bed and then hastily draw up the covers to 
hide her nakedness. “Last night was a mistake 
that will not be repeated.” 

He regarded her with lazy amusement. “If 
last night was a mistake, it was surely one that 
brought you great pleasure.” 

Then the smile vanished abruptly when he 
saw her anger. “There haven't been any women 
since you came here—and there won't be.” 

She met his eyes and knew he spoke the 
truth. Memories of last night wove themselves 
seductively around her anger, threatening to 
dissolve it. 

“We belong together,” he said simply. “Last 
night proved that.” 

“Last night proved nothing, except that we can 
give each other pleasure,” she said with more 
certainty than she felt at the moment. Was he 
actually suggesting that he was the answer she’d 
sought from the obelisk? 

“I don’t trust you, Justan.” 

He sat up in bed and ran a hand through 
his rumpled black hair and she noticed there 
were a few silver strands there, and on his chest 
as well. Seeing this for the first time gave her 
an odd feeling of intimacy that she hadn't felt 
before, even though they were in bed togeth- 
er. 

“You can’t still believe that I’d harm you or 
Torry,” he scoffed. 
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He lowered his hand and let it lie on the 
coverlet and she thought about the sensuous 
touch of that hand against her skin, pleasingly 
rough like a cat’s tongue. 

“I think you would use me—and that’s just 
as bad.” 

“Ahh, so we're back to that, are we?” 

“Spring will come soon, Justan, and you'll be 
wanting to make war again. And I refuse to be 
a part of it. War cost my people their home here 
and then in the land of the Llantis.” 

“But you have a home here again,” he pointed 
out equably, “and I will go to war whether or 
not you help me. In any event, I’m not planning 
to take you to war with me. You will stay here, 
where you'll be safe and can protect Katandi 
with your powers.” 

“All that would mean is that you can take 
more men with you to war,” she said disgust- 
edly. 

“That’s right—and that’s why I'll win this 
time.” 

“No, Justan. I won’t do it.” 

“Yes, you will—because you have no choice. 
This is your home and you'll use your powers 
as the Dammai always have: to protect Katandi 
from its enemies.” 

She saw it all now, far more clearly than she 
had before. He had well and truly trapped her. 
He was right: this was her home and she could 
not let it fall into enemy hands. And some- 
how, she knew that she could protect Katandi, 
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although the task seemed very great for one 
woman. 

“I’m only one woman, Justan. You can’t pos- 
sibly believe that I alone can protect Katandi.” 

“The city is already well-protected by its walls. 
But yes, you've found the one flaw in my plans. 
I can’t be sure—yet.” 

She took some small comfort from that, at 
least. 

Justan reached out to pull away the coverlet 
she’d been clutching to her chin. The surge of 
desire within her was reflected in his gray eyes 
as he started to draw her to him. But this time, 


she resisted. He let her go, and she scrambled © 


out of bed, then found her shift and put it on, 
followed by her cloak. He sat in the bed, watch- 
ing her intently. 

“You won't be able to hate me for long, 
Rozlynd. We belong together.” 

She left hurriedly and Justan sank back 
against the pillows for a moment, wondering 
how a morning meant for love had manne 
to turn instead to talk of war. 

His thoughts drifted back to last night. He’d 
awakened suddenly with an absolute certainty 


that he had to go up to the tower, and when he'd - 


gotten up there, he’d known instantly why he’d 
felt that summons. Unfortunately, she didn’t 
seem to share that knowledge—or at least she 
was denying it. 

He got up and summoned his aide. “Bring 
Tomas to me.” 
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Then he bathed and dressed and ate and went 
down to meet the high priest. It wasn’t a pleas- 
ant way to start his day, but he decided that 
he'd better settle this matter now. 

The tall, cadaverous old man arrived, re- 
splendent in his purple robes. As usual, he 
sketched his lord the merest of bows. Justan 
politely invited him to be seated and asked that 
tea be brought for them. While they waited, he 
exchanged the ritual small talk as he wondered 
just how much trouble the wretched man could 
give him. 

The priests had always been the bane of his 
existence, as they had for his father and all 
other Lords of Katandi. They had power, and 
although they were nominally under his con- 
trol, it was a control best not exercised—and 
they both knew that. 

As soon as the servant had gone, Justan lost 
no time getting down to business. 

“It is my intention to marry Rozlynd, Your 
Excellency. I’ve no doubt that you've heard 
about her.” 

The man’s pale face became even paler. “The 
Dammai sorceress?” he stammered. “But your 
vow? You swore an oath to marry only when 
you had become King of the Medyars.” 

“Vows can be broken—especially ones made 
by children,” Justan declared with a wave of his 
hand. He knew the old man wasn’t concerned 
about his breaking a vow. 

“And in any event, with her at my side, I will 
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become King of the Medyars.” 

“But my lord, she will surely never permit 
that. She is Dammai, and she will want Katandi 
for herself and that brother of hers.” 

Justan smiled. “You forget your Dammai his- 
tory, Tomas, although I know you to be an 
expert. The Dammai always had both a king 
and queen on the throne who ruled together— 
as she and I will do.” 

“But they were both Dammai,” the priest pro- 
tested. 

Justan shrugged. “That’s impossible now. She 
is the last of the Dammai—except for her broth- 
er, of course.” 

“Until she appeared, we had believed there to 
be no more Dammai. How can you be so sure 
there aren't others—that this woman doesn’t 
have more of her kind waiting somewhere to 
sieze Katandi when you are gone at war?” 

“There are no others,” Justan stated firmly. 
“I had my agents check out her story some 
time ago. They were living in a small village 
in the land of the Llantis, and all were killed, 
save for Rozlynd and Torry. I have no fears on 
that score.” 

The priest apparently decided to try a new 
tack. “How can you be sure that she has not 
ensorcelled you, milord? It was said of the 
Dammai that they could make men do their 
bidding by tracing those accursed runes. And 
are you quite sure that she is Dammai? The 
light in the tower has not returned, and—” 
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“The light has returned, Tomas. I have board- 
ed up the windows so that it can’t be seen.” 

“A very wise move, milord. It would only rally 
many of the people to her.” 

“They already know she’s Dammai. They've 
seen her powers at work.” 

“They have seen things, to be sure. But until 
that light shines forth, they won't truly believe 
that she’s Dammai. It was said that in the days 
when the Dammai ruled, everyone who could 
see that infernal light could also feel their pres- 
ence.” 

“Then I will open the windows again,” Justan 
said. 

“That would not be wise, milord, for there are 
as many who think the Dammai evil as there are 
who would worship them.” 

Justan doubted that, but he knew there would 
be some who did think that, urged on, of course, 
by this unpleasant old man and his associates. 
And he didn’t need civil unrest at this point. 

He inclined his head to the priest. “I will take 
your advice, Your Excellency—for now, at least. 
But to return to my reason for asking you here, 
I wish to marry Rozlynd as soon as possible.” 

“And the sorceress has agreed to this—to mar- 
ry you within the faith?” 

“She will,” Justan lied smoothly. “I know that 
you will need to determine the best time for the 
marriage. Just let me know quickly.” . 

“I will do so,” the old man said. “But it is 
my duty to warn you that by marrying her, 
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you give her even more legitimate claim to the 
throne—a throne she may not choose to share. 
We both know of the Dammai’s great arrogance 
and their belief that they alone were meant to 
rule the Medyars.” 

The high priest took his leave and Justan 
stood there, clenching and unclenching his fists. 
Damn the man! He had unerringly found the 
one small suspicion that haunted his thoughts. 
He knew that many of the people already came 
close to worshipping Rozlynd, and marrying her 
would send a signal that he too accepted her 
right to rule here. 

He didn’t mind sharing some power with her, 
assuming that she would content herself with 
the usual charitable work of women. But what 
if that doddering old fool was right for once? 
What if she decided that she alone should rule? 

Then he thought again about those moments 
in the tower: what he'd felt and what he knew 
she'd felt as well, however much she chose to 
deny it now. They were meant to be together— 
and to rule together. 


Rozlynd was grateful to be busy in the sur- 
gery. The outer room was jammed with people 
when she arrived and Tadiz was already looking 
weary. 

She had returned to her apartment to find 
that Torry had already gone off to school, and 
she was grateful for that as well, even though 
she knew that when he came home, he was like- 
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ly to ask where she'd been. Perhaps she could 
tell him that she’d gone to the tower and had 
fallen asleep there. He didn’t know about the 
obelisk yet, and when she told him about it, 
he would probably forget all about her absence 
this morning. 

She felt pushed and pulled in so many direc- 
tions. Thoughts of Justan’s lovemaking would 
come back with vivid realism and she would 
feel herself grow warm just thinking about it. 
Then she would think about their conversation 
this morning and the warmth would be replaced 
by cold reality. 

At one point during their busy morning, Tadiz 
looked at her with grave concern. How long he’d 
been watching her she didn’t know, because 
she'd been thinking about last night. 

“You seem distracted this morning,” he re- 
marked. 

“I’m fine,” she replied quickly, wishing that 
she could talk to him. She needed so badly 
to talk to someone, but her feelings were too 
explosive at the moment. 

Then later, when they had finished with the 
last of the morning’s patients, he mentioned 
that he’d seen Tomas, the high priest, leaving 
the keep. 

“Justan must be in a black mood by now,” 
he chuckled. “Tomas is not his favorite per- 
son. 

“Does he visit often?” Rozlynd asked, won- 
_ dering if the high priest had come to complain 
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about her. If so, he’d certainly shown remark- 
able timing. 

“As little as possible,” Tadiz replied. “They 
generally try to stay away from each other.” 

The afternoon proved to be just as busy. 
Among their patients was a young widow 
with two small children, and all of them were 
suffering from racking coughs. When Rozlynd 
learned that they had walked all the way from 
their home near the city’s gate, she decided 
to see if she could find them some transport 
home. The woman looked so weak that Rozlynd 
doubted she could walk all that distance herself, 
let alone carrying the younger child who was still 
a babe in arms. 

She led them outside, hoping to find a deliv- 
ery cart that was leaving the keep and would be 
willing to carry them home. But there were no 
carts in sight and she approached two soldiers 
to inquire if it might be possible to send them 
home in one of the carriages she knew were 
kept in the garrison. 

But just as she started toward the soldiers, 
she saw Justan and Hallen approaching with 
several other men, apparently on their way to 
the garrison. Since Hallen was in charge of the 
soldiers at the keep, she ignored Justan and 
explained the situation to him. 

Hallen glanced at the woman and children 
who were clearly befuddled by all this attention 
and were all but clinging to Rozlynd’s skirts. 

“You're Lachan’s widow, aren’t you?” he asked 
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the woman, who nodded. 

Hallen then picked up the three-year-old boy 
who was hiding behind his mother. “Come along 
now. Well see that you get home. We owe it to 
your daddy to make sure you grow up to be as 
good a man as he was.” 

Seeing the question on Rozlynd’s face, Hallen 
explained that the man had been under his com- 
mand and had died of wounds suffered in the 
last war. 

They started across the courtyard. Justan 
hadn't said a word to her, but they exchanged 
a long look in which she hoped that she’d 
conveyed her feelings about his wars and the 
grief they caused people like this. She knew 
that he provided pensions for the families of 
men who were killed, but pensions could not 
replace husbands and fathers. 

She turned to go back into the keep, but found 
herself staring up at the tower instead. Then she 
looked across the huge courtyard, where Justan 
and the others were about to enter the garrison. 
It seemed likely he would be there for a while. 

So she hurried inside to tell Tadiz she was 
leaving, then walked quickly through the keep 
until she reached the tower door. And there she 
hesitated, remembering the strangeness of last 
night before Justan’s arrival. 

Then, frightened but determined, she un- 
locked the door, closed it behind her, and 
hurried up the steps. The light seemed not quite 
as brilliant as it had last night, but that might be 
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because she was approaching in daylight, rather 
than darkness, and the contrast was therefore 
lessened. 

She stopped in the open doorway to the tower 
room and unfastened her cloak. The heat that 
spread through her brought back memories not 
of those strange moments when she’d felt that 
she was floating away, but rather the moments 
she’d spent here in Justan’s arms. When her 
body began to ache with that familiar hunger, 
she tried to ignore it and stepped forward to 
stand before the obelisk. 

She asked the same questions as before, and 
she waited as she had then for the answers. But 
treacherous memories of their lovemaking stole 
into her mind and could not be dislodged. 

She felt his caresses once again, and it seemed 
that her fingers touched his hard male body. 
She shuddered at the memory of his tongue 
probing delicately, inflaming her female core. 
And she remembered the feel of him moving 
inside her, big and hard and almost painful, but 
still driving her to ecstatic release as he poured 
himself into her. 

“No!” she shouted, clenching her fists and 
then drawing in a ragged breath. 

Tears came to her eyes. Would she never be 
able to come here without being forced to relive 
those moments—moments that should never 
have happened? 

She sank to the floor in front of the obelisk 
and stretched her arms around it, then pressed 
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her cheek to its smooth, warm surface. Her 
thoughts spun crazily. Was it angry with her 
because Justan had come here and she had 
made love with him? Or were there, after all, 
no answers to be found? 

She remained there for a long time, but felt 
nothing more than the usual sense of unlimited 
power that emanated from the ancient object. 
Even that wondrous sense of peace was missing 
this time, leaving her convinced more than ever 
that she had offended the forces here. 


That evening, Rozlynd returned to the Sword 
and Bow. The tavern was filled beyond its capac- 
ity, since she hadn't played for some time. She 
was soon glad that she’d decided to return to 
her playing. The warm enthusiasm with which 
she was greeted and the chance to lose herself 
in her piaying were just what she needed now. 

When she took a break, Mathelde joined her 
in the little back room and they chatted about 
happenings in the Sheppard family and about 
Torry. Rozlynd told Mathelde about Torry’s 
problems at school and said that Justan was 
teaching him how to defend himself. 

“Lord Justan seems to have found himself a 
son,” Mathelde said with a smile. “I hear from 
Captain Hallen and the other men that Torry is 
with him constantly.” 

It was true. When Torry wasn't in school or 
studying, he became a small shadow following 
- Justan around. Rozlynd wasn't pleased about it, 
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but she had by now recognized that there was 
nothing she could do to change it. 

“And I hear as well that old Tomas paid a visit 
to the keep today,” Mathelde went on. “Some 
say he was there because Lord Justan plans to 
marry ye.” 

Rozlynd stared at the woman in disbelief, 
drawing a merry chuckle from her. 

“Seems he hasn’t got around to askin’ ye, 
then?” 

“No, he hasn’t—and I’m not going to marry 
him, Mathelde, so you can tell people to stop 
spreading those rumors.” 

Mathelde looked disappointed and Rozlynd 
decided not to say anything more on the sub- 
ject of Justan. She’d almost forgotten that the 
woman doted on her lord. 

“Well, then, perhaps I shouldn't ask ye about 
the cottage.” 

“The cottage?” Rozlynd echoed. “Oh dear, I'd 
forgotten about it. I owe you rent for it. I'll give 
it to you out of the money from tonight.” 

“Oh that’s not what I meant, dearie. I’m not 
worried about that. It’s just that Josat’s brother 
was askin’ if he could move in. He lost his wife 
some months back and he’s lonely. I thought if 
‘twas true that ye’re going to marry Lord Justan, 
maybe I could give it to him.” 

“Then give it to him, Mathelde. It shouldn't 
be sitting empty when it’s needed. And I won't 
be leaving the keep.” 

And as she spoke the words, she knew them 
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to be true. She hadn’t thought about the cottage 
once since she'd left it. The keep was her home. 
She belonged there. 


Rozlynd felt his presence even in the midst of 
the large crowd. She raised her head and looked 
toward the door just as Justan was removing 
his cloak. He appeared to have come alone, 
and as yet, no one else had noticed him. Then 
she saw Josat push his way through the crowd 
toward him, carrying a tankard. 

As her fingers flew over the strings, plucking 
out the familiar melodies, Rozlynd thought 
about that first time he’d come here and how 
worried she'd been about drawing the attention 
of the Lord of Katandi. 

There have been too many changes in too 
little time in my life, she thought uneasily, and 
I have no way of knowing what lies ahead. 

She looked up again and he was still standing 
there just inside the door. Why had he come? 
Surely not to hear her play, since she played 
many evenings after dinner at the keep. 

For the rest of the time she played, she kept 
her eyes resolutely on the lythra, but she was 
unable to lose herself as she had earlier. All 
eyes in the tavern were upon her, but she felt 
only his, and saw not her lovely old instru- 
ment but his lean, naked flesh intertwined with 
hers. 

When she finished playing, he was gone. She 
looked around, frowning, unable to understand 
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why he would have come like that and then dis- 
appeared. The soldiers who had escorted her to 
the tavern now followed her out after she had 
said her good-byes to Josat and Mathelde. And 
there was Justan, sitting astride the huge white 
stallion she’d seen him ride before. 

With a wave of his hand, he dismissed the 
soldiers and told them to take her horse back 
to the keep. Then he extended a hand down 
to her. Others were leaving the tavern and she 
didn’t want to create a scene, and she suspected | 
that he’d guessed that. She gave him the leather 
case that held her lythra and he fastened it to 
the saddle. Then he held out his hand again 
and told her to put her foot on his boot. A 
moment later, she was seated in the big saddle 
in front of him and he was urging the huge 
animal forward. 

He kept his mount at a sedate walk as they 
started up the long hill to the keep under 
a moon-drenched heaven. He had one arm 
wrapped around her waist and his hand slid 
beneath her cloak to rest against the soft under- 
side of her breast. 

“It seems a long time ago that I first saw you 
there,” he said, his voice low and his mouth 
close to her ear. 

She said nothing. Her treacherous thoughts 
had flown ahead to his big bed and her 
body was already responding to his, despite 
the thick cloaks that separated them. Then 
he began to caress her breast, rubbing a 
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thumb in slow circles around the hardening 
peak. She put a hand on his arm to pull 
him away, but at that moment, he leaned 
forward and kissed her earlobe, then took 
it between his teeth and pulled gently. She 
moaned before she could stop herself, and she 
felt his smile. 

Rozlynd did not want to give up what little 
remained of herself to this man, who sought 
to use her powers for his own violent ends. 
Her body had become a battleground where 
she struggled against forces and desires that 
pushed her this, way and that like a feather 
tossed by the winds that swirled about the keep. 

The long, full skirt of her gown was bunched 
up in front of her as she sat astride the saddle 
and his one hand moved there, finding its way 
beneath the folds before she realized what was 
happening. Probing fingers touched the thin 
cotton beneath and she drew in a breath that 
changed quickly to a low moan as he slid his 
hand between her and the saddle. 

She grabbed at his arm and tried to pull it 
free and he chuckled softly, his warm breath 
tickling her ear erotically. 

“I’m just trying to warm my hand,” he teased 
as he drew her back against his hardness. 

Then they heard hoofbeats behind them and 
he quickly withdrew his hand, placing it sedate- 
ly around her waist again as the soldiers who'd 
escorted her to the tavern rode past them, lead- 
ing her horse. Behind them came other soldiers 
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returning to the garrison, so Justan urged his 
stallion to a trot. 

Surrounded by him, she could feel the hunger 
in him, the need to be out of the cold night and 
into the bed warmed. by their bodies that 
begged to be freed from their heavy clothes. 
With each beat of the horse’s hooves and every 
movement of its powerful body, they were thrust 
together in a maddening pantomime of the act 
of love. 

They rode through the gate into the court- 
yard and Rozlynd looked up at the dark tower, 
thinking of that dazzling light and remember- 
ing, not the frustration of answers not found, 
but their naked bodies bathed in the warmth of 
that light. 

Justan dismounted and handed over the reins 
to a young soldier, then lifted her from the sad- 
dle. She remembered the lythra just as the sol- 
dier started to lead the horse away, and Justan 
retrieved it for her, handing it to her with a 
smile. 

“When I watched you play that first time, I 
imagined you playing naked before a fire for 
my pleasure alone. I tell you this because my 
birthday is but a month away. Of course, if you 
wish to practice in the meantime—” 


In spite of herself, she smiled. “It seems not _ 


much of a gift.” 


“But it is, because you would do it only if you 
wanted to do it.” 


His statement surprised her, because it 
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seemed to suggest that he understood how 
much of her life now was taken from her 
control, and it also reminded her of other times 
when his understanding had touched her. 

As they walked through the silent keep, 
Rozlynd recalled what Tadiz had told her 
about the visit of the high priest this morning. 
She might have forgotten about it entirely if it 
hadn't been for a minor incident en route to the 
tavern this evening. As they'd neared the tavern, 
two men had rushed forward to hurl curses at 
her, then disappeared into the darkness before 
the soldiers could stop them. The one soldier 
had told her to disregard them, that they were 
part of a small group of fanatics encouraged by 
the high priest. 

“Why was the high priest here today?” she 
asked Justan. 

“He comes from time to time to harangue 
me,” Justan shrugged. 

She was sure he was lying. “He came to com- 
plain about me, didn’t he?” Then she went on 
to tell him about the men they’d encountered 
earlier. 

“Some of my advisors have warned me that 
Iam too lenient with that group,” Justan admit- 
ted. “But I let them go because if I had them 
jailed or put to death, even more would take 
their places. It’s best to just let them rant and 
rave. I know it’s unpleasant for you, but for all 
that theyre mad, they wouldn't try to harm 
you.” 
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She thought he was probably right—and right 
as well that if he did anything to them, more 
would take their places. But she was still curious 
about Tomas’ visit. 

“Tomas must have said something about me,” 
she persisted. 

Justan nodded gravely. “He said that you’ve 
ensorcelled me and you plan to overthrow me 
and rule Katandi yourself.” 

They had reached his apartment and she 
walked inside, then turned to face him. “Do 
you believe that?” 

“I told him that it was entirely possible that 
you've ensorcelled me, but that you’d shown no 
interest in ruling Katandi.” 

“Justan!” She stared at him, aghast. 

He shrugged. “What else am I to think when 
my mind constantly wanders away from every- 
thing I do to thoughts of you? That sounds 
like sorcery to me.” Then his bland expression 
changed to a smile. 

“On the other hand, it could be love.” 

Their eyes met and held and it seemed that 
they both realized at the same time that they 
were finally alone and a blazing fire beckoned. 
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The fire’s light cast a soft glow, gilding their 
naked bodies as they lay entwined on the 
thick quilt Justan had dragged from the bed. 
The more urgent demands of their bodies 
had been satisfied, and now they lay quietly, 
stroking each other and sharing soft, lingering 
kisses. 

They had shed their clothing the moment 
they closed the door to his apartment, and 
had then fallen together onto the untidy pile, 
too eager to linger on the path to fulfillment. 
Their coupling had been wild and fierce and 
greedy. Her moist warmth had welcomed his 
hard shaft hungrily, then quickly yielded itself 
to the ultimate ecstasy. 

And now came the time for gentleness they 
had denied themselves in the heat of passion. 
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Rozlynd was no longer embarrassed by her 
nakedness—or by his. Their eyes touched each 
other as caressingly as the fingers and lips 
and tongues that glided over fire- and passion- 
warmed flesh. 

Sated and lulled by the warmth of the fire, 
she was slow to realize that the need was build- 
ing once more, then shocked when she discov- 
ered it. It felt as though she had just climbed 
the highest peak, only to discover before her 
yet another, even higher one. 

This time, he lifted her atop him, and she 
‘took him into herself, crying out with the 
incomparable pleasure of it as he arched his 
body beneath hers. She rode him until their 
world exploded in a spasm of delight that jolted 
through them both and then left them shudder- 
ing helplessly. 

She collapsed against him and felt his brea 
ing and heartbeat slow gradually as he con- 
tinued to stroke her. They were no longer 
joined, but she still felt him inside her, as 
though her body had forever changed to make 
room for him. 

Draped over his long, hard body and lulled by 
his steady heartbeat and the slow rise and fall 
of his chest, Rozlynd had nearly fallen asleep 
when he shifted beneath her and settled them 
side by side against each other. 

“Marry me,” he whispered against her ear. 
“We belong together, Rozlynd. You can’t deny 
that now.” 
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She said nothing because it was a struggle to 
think clearly, even though the moment definite- 
ly called for serious thought. | 

“I love you—you, not the Dammai sorceress. 
We belong on those thrones, dearest. Think 
about it. Descendants of ancient enemies who 
tore this land apart.” 

But she was thinking about the silent obelisk, 
about the answers that hadn’t come. Or had an 
answer come, after all? She fell asleep without 
answering his question—or her own. 


Rozlynd stood and bowed to her enthusias- 
tic audience, then accepted the glass of wine 
Josat offered her and slipped away to the small 
storeroom at the rear of the tavern to rest 
awhile. 

She was glad that she’d come to play tonight. 
Despite the crowds and the effort required to 
play the lythra, these evenings were oddly peace- 
ful for her, given the busy days spent in the 
surgery and the tumult of her thoughts. 

Nearly a week had passed since Justan had 
asked her to marry him, and she had yet to 
give him an answer. Each day, she told herself 
that she would return to the tower and ask yet 
again for some guidance. But she kept putting 
it off, unwilling to face the continued silence of 
the obelisk—or the fact that the answer might 
already have been given. 

Her constant inner turmoil troubled her great- 
ly. Yesterday, she’d been ready to tell him that 
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she would marry him, that she knew she loved — 
him. But today, she felt far less certain of 
her feelings. She supposed that might not be 
unusual for most women, but it felt wrong to 
her, as though something beyond her had a 
hand in it. 

As she sat there alone in the small room, she 
began to trace the strange shifts in her feel- 
ings toward him. Always, she wanted him; that 
never changed. Justan had summoned the wild, 
passionate side of her nature and could now 
bring it forth even with a glance or a smile or 
a slight lifting of one dark brow. 

But even as she gave in to that passion, there 
were times when she held her mind at a dis- 
tance, separate from the body that craved his. 
And as she thought about it now, it seemed to 
her that those times coincided with the days 
when she had worked hardest as a healer and 
then came here to play: the times when she 
became most truly Dammai. 

She knew that her people had never married 
outside their own sect, and Justan had told her 
that there were stories to the effect that falling 
in love with a Dammai meant death for the 
outsider. He’d made a joke of it, assuming that 
she'd heard that tale and might be afraid for 
him. She hadn't heard it—but now she won- 
dered. 

She thought about those black rages, even 
though they hadn’t come for some time now. 
Whai if she agreed to marry him—and then 
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struck him dead in some uncontrollable fit of 
anger? 

But surely such a stricture could no longer 
exist, when she and Torry were the only Dammai 
left—unless it was intended that they should be 
the last and not pass on their heritage. 

The room suddenly seemed stifling and con- 
stricting. She got up and pushed open the back 
door, then stepped out into the courtyard. Her 
gaze went automatically to the dark tower. 
Tomorrow, she would go up there again—and 
she would take Justan with her. There could be 
risk to him, but he’d been there before many 
times and had never been harmed, and it was 
there that they'd first made love. 

She decided she would discuss it with him 
when she returned to the keep. He wasn’t com- 
ing to the tavern tonight because he was meet- 
ing with his agents who spied on his enemies. 
Word had already reached him that Malked, 
despite having agreed to an alliance, was busy 
trying to form an alliance with the others, warn- 
ing them that unless they stopped Justan now, 
he and his Dammai sorceress would soon rule 
all the Medyars. 

The irony of her being the cause of war in the 
spring was not lost on either of them. 

Torry had come with her this evening, since 
he hadn’t seen the Sheppards for some time. 
It had irritated her to discover that Torry was 
less than enthusiastic about this visit. The 
Sheppards were very dear to her, but children 
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could be fickle in their allegiances, and Torry 
was enjoying to the hilt his elevated status as a 
special favorite of Justan’s. She'd already spoken 
to Justan about it, but he was inclined to be very 
indulgent. 

She thought about walking across the court- 
yard to join Torry and Mathelde for a few 
moments, but then decided to let Mathelde 
have him to herself. She’d been looking for- 
ward to this visit and had baked Torry’s favorite 
pastries. 

Instead, she lingered there in the shadows at 
the rear of the tavern, staring at the cottage 
that had been her first home here. How very 
tiny it seemed now, even though it was nearly 
as large as the cottage in which she’d grown 
up. But both of them had receded into a past 
only infrequently remembered. 

She lifted her gaze to the great keep, its mighty 
bulk outlined against a star-filled sky. Once, 
she’d found it menacing; now it was home in 
the deepest sense of the word. Justan might be 
its lord, but the keep belonged to her. 

She wondered what his agents were telling 
him. Almost certainly, the news would not be 
good. Even she now accepted that war was all 
but inevitable. For all her supposed powers, she 
could not think of a way to prevent it. In fact, 
she had contributed to its inevitability simply 
by coming here. 

An icy fear shot through her, startling her 
with its force. Then she heard a cry: sharp but 
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cut off quickly. It came from the Sheppards’ 
house at the far side of the tavern. Fear 
pounded through her and she started to run 
in that direction. 

But she'd gone only a few yards before some- 
thing crashed into the back of her head with a 
dull thud that was the last sound she heard. 


“She was resting in a storeroom in the back 
of the tavern, where she always goes. There’s 
a door that leads to the rear courtyard. When 
she didn’t return to play again, Josat went back 
there to check on her. She wasn’t there and he 
assumed she'd gone to his house next door to 
see his wife and Torry. So he went back to work 
at the bar. It was a busy night.” Hallen paused 
in his recounting of the events. 

“After a time, when she still hadn’t returned, 
he said he got a bit uneasy and decided to check 
on them. He met his wife on her way to the tav- 
ern. She was coming over to see if Torry might 
have come there. Apparently the boy had gone 
earlier to visit the Sheppards’ grandson, who 
lives just down the street. When he didn’t come 
back quickly as promised, Mathelde Sheppard 
just assumed he’d gone to the tavern instead. 

“So they went to their son’s home and discov- 
ered that Torry had left there some time earlier 
to return to Josat and Mathelde’s. 

“No one heard or saw anything, but that isn’t 
too surprising. The tavern was filled and there 
was a lot of noise.” 
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Justan’s uncanny silence and stillness made : 


Hallen even more uneasy than he already was. 

“The city gates are closed, of course, and the 
guards said that no one attempted to leave. So 
they must be in the city. I have every avail- 
able man conducting a house-to-house search, 
and I've left orders that the gates aren't to be 
reopened at dawn unless I say so.” 

Justan heard him out in a stunned silence, his 
mind searching for an explanation when there 
seemed to be none. Then Hallen spoke again, 
in an uncharacteristically hesitant tone. 

“Is it possible that she ran away of her own 
free will, Justan? If the boy were still here, I'd 


say that was out of the question—but since he’s 


gone, too—” 

“No,” Justan stated tersely. But Hallen had 
planted a tiny seed of suspicion. Would she 
have done such a thing? He knew how upset 
she’d been about the impending war, and how 
she was now blaming herself for making it inevi- 
table. Finally, he amended his statement. 

“I don’t think she’d do that, but it can’t be 
ruled out at this point.” 

“If she did, it’s possible that the Sheppards 
helped her. They’re very fond of the two of 
them. Still, my men tell me that the Sheppards 
seemed genuinely terrified for Torry and Roz- 
lynd.” 

Justan said nothing, so Hallen went on, spec- 
ulating aloud. “Where could they go? She has 
little contact with anyone other than those 
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here in the keep—except for the Sheppards, 
of course.” 

Justan suddenly recalled something. “Find 
that Torondi woman with the baby who was 
among the people Rozlynd saved from that fire. 
She came to the surgery to thank Rozlynd. I saw 
them together. She could have helped her.” 

“They're all being housed at the old granary,” 
Hallen said, then strode to the door and issued 
orders to two men who were waiting outside. 

“They'll find her and bring her back here. 
Bringing her to the keep should scare her 
enough to get the truth out of her.” 

A silence fell between the two old friends. 
Justan began to pace around the room, pausing 
now and then to stare into the fire. It was burn- 
ing low and a chill was creeping into the room, 
but neither man made any move to add logs 
to the fire. After a time, Justan looked up at 
him. 

“It’s also possible that a group of fanatics cap- 
tured them, although they've seemed content to 
call her names.” 

Hallen nodded. “We know who their leaders 
are and I’ve told the men to round them up and 
do whatever they have to do to be sure they've 
gotten the truth out of them. But it seems to 
me that if it was them, they would simply have 
killed them on the spot, rather than risk being 
seen taking them away.” 

“Perhaps they thought the risk worth it. They 
know they stand to be accused if the bodies 
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are found—but without bodies, there’s no proof 
they were killed.” 

Hallen nodded. Everyone knew that Justan 
was scrupulously fair when it came to meting 
out justice. There was a bitter irony in the 
knowledge that his fairness might be used 
against him now. 

When Hallen had gone, Justan sank into a 
chair. He could not believe they were dead. Nor 
could he believe that she would simply have 
gone. She’d never leave Katandi. He wanted 
to think that she’d never leave him, but he was 
far less certain about that. She came to his 
bed willingly, and he knew she found as much 
pleasure in their lovemaking as he did, but he 
also knew that she was still at war with herself 
over him and over her Dammai heritage. 

Then suddenly, he lifted his head as he real- 
ized that there was one way to know for certain 
if she were dead or alive. Moments later, with 
his heart pounding, he unlocked the door to the 
tower. 

The dim glow that reached down from the 
tower room both heartened and frightened him. 
The last time he’d been up here—the night they'd 
first made love—the light had been so brilliant 
that it had flooded the staircase as well. 

He ran up the stairs and stopped in the open 
doorway. The obelisk continued to glow with 
that unearthly light, but it was very much dimin- 
ished. And even as he stood there, it seemed to 
be become dimmer still. 
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“No!” he shouted into the silence. “Tell me 
where she is, so I can save her!” 

But there was no response, and by the time 
he left the tower, the obelisk seemed to be 
barely glowing. He couldn't bear to stand there 
watching it go out. 


Rozlynd awoke to a thumping headache that 
made it difficult for her to focus her vision. But 
even through the pain, she felt something else. 
She closed her eyes, seeking the answer. Then 
she knew—and her eyes flew open once more. 

She found the confirmation in the strange- 
ness of her surroundings. She’d become so used 
to the power that flowed through her that it 
had taken her a few moments to identify its 
absence, and now she knew why. She was no 
longer in Katandi. 

It all came back to her then: that sudden jolt 
of fear, a cry cut off quickly—and something 
striking her from behind. 

“Torry!” she said aloud, her voice hoarse from 
disuse. Was he the one who had cried out? 

A face loomed over her: a young woman, dull 
and unattractive. 

“My brother. Where is he?” she demanded, 
her voice now gaining strength. 

But the moon-faced girl said nothing, then 
turned and fled from the room. With great 
effort, Rozlynd pulled herself into a sitting 
position. Every muscle in her body ached and 
her head hurt even worse than it had when 
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she’d been drugged at the festival. She touched ~ 
the back of it gingerly and felt a small lump. 
This time, she’d apparently been both hit and 
drugged. 

The bedchamber was large and well-fur- 
nished, though not as luxurious as her quarters 
at the keep. As she sat there, scenes that could 
have been a nightmare but were most likely 
actual memories flashed through her mind. A 
long ride in the night—or was it more than 
one night? She'd been tied to a saddle, drifting 
in and out of consciousness. From somewhere 
close by, she’d heard Torry sobbing and calling 
her name. Then a cottage, empty of furnishings 
but filled with men. A walled city looming ahead 
under a bright moon. But the city had not been 
Katandi. 

Someone has kidnapped us, she thought with 
terror just as she heard voices and the door 
opened. And then, even before she saw the 
unpleasantly familiar figure, she knew who was 
responsible. 

“Welcome to Torondi, Lady Rozlynd,” said 
that familiar, smarmy voice. 

“Malked,” she said, more to herself than to 
him. Then she stared at him. “Where is my 
brother?” 

“In the next room. I'll have him brought to 
you in a moment.” 

“Why have you done this, Malked?” she 
demanded, even though the answer was already 
becoming all too clear. 
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“It's Lord Malked,” he responded haughtily. 
“You may be Dammai, but you'd still do well 
to remember who rules here.” 

He regarded her with a smirk. “I may have 
given you credit for more intelligence than 
you possess. The reason for your being here 
should be obvious. I wanted to get you away 
from Justan and I plan to use you as he 
would have used you: to gain the Dammai 
throne.” 

He reached out a big, hairy paw to touch her 
disheveled hair. “And you'll serve me just as you 
served him—in every way.” 

Rozlynd reached up to push away his hand, 
and as she did so, she felt the pendant beneath 
her dress grow warm against her skin. Malked 
suddenly jerked his hand away and staggered 
backward with an oath. She knew a fleeting 
moment of triumph when she saw the suddenly 
fearful expression on his ugly face. 

Then he chuckled—but uneasily. “So you still 
have some of your powers—even here.” 

His words startled her, since until he’d 
touched her, she had felt nothing and had 
been certain that her powers had abandoned 
her. She wondered just how many of her tal- 
ents she’d retained, but gave up that consid- 
eration quickly as her thoughts returned to 
Torry. 

“Bring my brother to me,” she ordered, staring 
hard at her repulsive host. However tempted she 
was to strike out at him right now, she knew 
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she had to consider her situation more careful- 
ly first. 

Malked took a few steps backward, then 
sketched her a mocking bow. “Of course. We 
will talk later.” 

He left, and a moment later, another door 
opened and Torry came into her room. Rozlynd 
reached for him and cried out when she saw the 
dark bruise along his brow. But he ran to her 
quickly and buried himself in her arms. 

As they held each other, she learned more 
about their capture: how Torry had been way- 
laid on his way back from visiting the Shep- 
pards’ grandson, then how they’d been brought 
here, riding at night and hiding during the 
day. He’d been conscious most of the time 
and thought it had taken three days. 

The constant pain in her head was making it 
difficult for her to think, but she tried, none- 
theless. 

“How did they get us out. of the city?” she 
asked. “The gates would have been closed.” And 
even if they'd waited until dawn when the gates 
were open, Rozlynd could not imagine that they 
could have been taken out under the eyes of the 
guards, who would have known by then that 
they were missing. 

“I don't know,” Torry told her. “The first thing 
I remember was when we were riding through 
the woods. And it was still dark then.” 

Later, with Torry curled up asleep beside her, 
Roziynd continued to think about how they 
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could have been taken from Katandi. It seemed 
important to know how Malked had managed 
such a feat. 

She knew, from her conversations with Jus- 
tan, that the guards were being especially care- 
ful about letting strangers into the city these 
days, and there were few in any event, as winter 
dragged on. 

That suggested that whoever had captured 
them wasn’t a stranger. Was it possible that it 
could have been some of Malked’s people who 
had been housed in the city over the winter? 
Raina had told her that Hallen had his men 
keeping an eye on them in case Malked had 
managed to put a spy among them. 

She sighed tiredly and bent to kiss Torry’s 
dark head. In the end, it didn’t matter how 
they'd gotten here. What mattered was how 
they were going to get out—and get back to 
Katandi. 


Justan stood before the obelisk, almost afraid 
to let himself blink for fear he would open his 
eyes again to find the light completely gone. 
The glow was very faint now—but in it he con- 
tinued to find hope. 

He was by now certain that Rozlynd wasn’t 
in the city or anywhere else in his lands. Every 
available soldier and the peace officers in the 
city and outlying villages had conducted thor- 
ough searches and questioned hundreds of peo- 
ple. 
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But if she was no longer in Katandi, why was. 
the obelisk glowing at all? Did it mean that her 
powers extended beyond Katandi—unlike those 
of her ancestors? And if so, then why hadn't 
she used those powers to get herself back here 
where she belonged? 

Justan had been tormenting himself with such 
unanswerable questions for three days now. He 
didn’t want to believe that she had left of her 
own free will, and yet he couldn’t quite rule out 
that possibility, painful though it was. 

And when he wasn’t torturing himself with 
that possibility, he imagined her lying near 
death somewhere—perhaps not far away, but 
so well hidden that their efforts to find her 
had failed. Or perhaps she was already dead, 
but Torry still lived, and the light glowed for 
that reason. 

He left the tower reluctantly, fearing that on 
his next trip, he would find the obelisk drained 
of light. 

Justan was barely able to drag himself 
through his days, and he slept only fitfully, 
waking up often and reaching out for her. 
And to add still more torment, he had this 
nagging feeling that there was something he 
should be remembering—something from the 
old tales about the Dammai. But as with all 
such things, the more he tried to think about 
it, the more it eluded him. 

Justan felt Rozlynd’s absence as keenly as if 
a part of him were missing, and his thoughts 
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encompassed Torry as well. He loved the boy 
and had grown so accustomed to being followed 
around the keep by him that he often found him- 
self stopping to look over his shoulder, expect- 
ing another of Torry’s seemingly interminable 
questions. 

Still, for all that he himself missed her, Justan 
was surprised when Hallen told him that others 
felt her absence—and in a strange way. 

“Everyone misses her, of course—and Torry 
as well,” Hallen said. “But people keep saying 
that something in the keep itself feels different 
since she disappeared. Noone can describe it— 
but we all feel it.” 

“It’s the light in the tower,” Justan said, more 
to himself than to Hallen. Then, when he saw 
the lack of comprehension on his old friend’s 
face, he explained it all, breaking the vow he’d 
made long ago to his father to keep the existence 
of the obelisk secret. He desperately needed to 
talk to someone about it, and Hallen was his 
oldest and most trusted friend. 

Hallen wanted to see it, of course, so Justan 
took him up there, relieved as always to see that 
faint glow. Hallen stared at it a long time, clear- 
ly stunned by this revelation. Then he looked at 
the boarded-up windows and asked if perhaps 
they should open them again. 

Justan shrugged. “I can’t see that it would 
make any difference. The light is so faint now 
that I doubt it would be visible beyond the tow- 
er even at night.” 
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But in the end, the two men tore down the — 
boards before leaving. ’ 


The days dragged on interminably for Roz- 
lynd. Accustomed to being busy from the mo- 
ment she awoke until she fell asleep again, she 
now found herself with too many hours and 
nothing to occupy them, save for concocting 
ways to amuse Torry. 

Their repulsive host saw to it that they were 
well-fed and clothed, and even provided, at 
Rozlynd’s request, some toys for Torry. Some 
nights, she was forced to join him for din- 
ner, but only if he was dining with his most 
trusted aides. It had quickly become clear to 
her that he was trying to keep her presence 
here a secret—at least for the time being. 

If she hadn’t been so angry, Rozlynd might 
have found Malked’s pathetic attempts to win 
her respect and affection amusing. But there 
were no further attempts to seduce her. It 
was obvious that he was frightened of her 
powers. 

Instead, he tried to persuade her of his right 
to sit upon the ancient throne of the Dammai. 
He said that he too was a direct descendant 
of Kargan, and he even claimed to have some 
Dammai blood in him as well. Rozlynd was 
certain that at least the latter was a lie, since 
Justan had told her that the Dammai never 
intermarried, believing that it would diminish 
their powers. 
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Malked dismissed Justan as a “weakling with 
radical ideas about how a ruler should behave”, 
and stated as “proof” his attempts to educate 
his people. 

“Avery dangerous notion, milady—as I’m sure 
you'll agree.” 

She did not, but simply murmured something 
inconsequential. He was drunk as usual, and 
although she trusted her power to fend him 
off, it was easier not to anger him in the first 
place. 

He even produced a lythra and asked her to 
play. The instrument, while definitely Dammai 
in origin, had not been well-preserved, and 
when he said that her playing did not seem 
as wondrous as before, she laid the blame 
upon the instrument, even though she was 
sure that the true cause was that she was 
playing here, rather than in the shadow of the 
tower. 

Malked hadn’t once mentioned the obelisk, 
so she assumed that he knew nothing of its 
existence, and she thought it better to keep it 
that way. 

She longed to test her powers, in the hope that 
they could help Torry and her escape, but she 
didn’t know what to do. She apparently could 
fend off individual attacks, but she doubted 
very much that she could hold off the entire 
contingent of soldiers at Malked’s keep, which, 
while not as large as Katandi, appeared to be 
every bit as impregnable. 


279 


Saranne Dawson 


Thoughts of Justan filled her days and memo- 
ries of his lovemaking filled her dreams. Only 
here, far away from him, did she come to realize 
how much she loved him and how very great 
a part of her he had become. Justan, Katandi 
and her Dammai heritage had all become 
intertwined, part of a whole—and perhaps 
the answer she had sought in her trips to the 
tower. 

What was he doing now? Did he know that 
she’d been captured by Malked’s henchmen? Or 
could he believe that they'd been killed by the 
fanatics who believed her to be the devil’s hand- 
maiden? From listening to Malked’s drunken 
ravings, she knew that was what Malked hoped 
and that he kept her hidden for that reason. 

Living here among Malked and his sullen ser- 
vants also made her appreciate Justan as a ruler, 
and she began to see that his dream of becoming 
King of all the Medyars would indeed be a good 
thing, however bloody the road to that throne. 

War stared her in the face every time she 
looked out into the courtyard, where Malked’s 
men held daily arms practice. And Malked 
spoke gloatingly about his secret alliance with 
another of the warring lords. It appeared that 
his recently concluded alliance with Justan had 
been merely to entice Justan into leading his 
men to war against this Trevor, who would then 
join forces with Malked to defeat Justan. 

According to Malked, Trevor had cast in his 
lot with Malked only when Malked assured him 
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that he would remove the threat of Dammai 
intervention on Justan’s behalf. He said that 
he’d already sent word to Trevor of her pres- 
ence here. 

She discovered that there was one other lord 
who had not yet committed himself to either 
side. His name was Basra, and his lands, while 
smaller than the others, were rich and encom- 
passed the all-important port city of Tazged, 
through which she had passed on her way to 
Katandi. 

Rozlynd had assumed that Malked would be 
reluctant to discuss his war plans in her pres- 
ence, but this proved not to be the case—espe- 
cially when he was drinking heavily. When she 
asked about this Basra, he told her that Basra 
was an old man and not well, with only one 
living child: an as yet unwed daughter. 

Malked said that Basra had long sought a 
marriage between Justan and his daughter, 
but that Justan preferred “whoring around” 
to the responsibilities of marriage and. used 
his “ridiculous vow” as a means of putting off 
Basra and his daughter. According to Malked, 
the daughter had fancied Justan since they were 
children. 

Rozlynd barely refrained from pointing out 
that Malked wasn’t exactly known for his high 
moral standards, either. She recalled quite clear- 
ly that conversation she’d overheard between 
Justan and Hallen as she lay in hiding beneath 
Justan’s bed. 
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Malked said that he’d been paying careful 
court to Basra’s daughter himself and believed 3 
that the old man’s health would soon demand 
that he make a marriage for her. 

“So you intend to marry her, then?” Rozlynd 
asked, pitying this woman she didn’t know and 
raging silently against a father who would force 
his daughter into marriage. 

Malked smiled. “I intend that Basra should 
think so—but I have other plans.” 

His small, close-set eyes bored into her and 
Rozlynd had all she could do not to shudder. 
Could he possibly believe that she would con- 
sider marrying him? She supposed he thought 
that if he defeated Justan, she would have no 
choice. 

The days grew warmer and Rozlynd saw still 
more signs of preparation for war. She knew 
that Justan, too, must be engaged in such prep- 
arations, and that in her absence, he would be 
forced to leave a substantial force at the keep 
to defend the city as he rode into a trap of 
Malked’s making. 

Her thoughts now turned from how to pre- 
vent war to how to help Justan win. And it 
seemed to her that the most important thing 
she could do at this point was to somehow get 
word to Justan that she was alive and here in 
Torondi, and to inform him as well that Malked 
and Trevor had joined forces against him. But 
how could she possibly accomplish this? The 
few servants she saw were so clearly terrified 
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of their Jord that she knew there was no chance 
they would risk helping her. And she was afraid - 
to put Torry at risk by attempting to escape 
herself. 

One evening, as she sat late into the night, 
staring into the fire and trying to think of a 
way to reach Justan, a vision came to her that 
provided the answer. 

Very slowly, the room and the blazing fire 
faded into blackness—and in its place she saw 
the obelisk, gleaming in all its brilliance. And 
standing before it, his shadowed face haunted, 
was Justan. 

Rozlynd rose to her feet without being aware 
that she had done so, and across the miles she 
stared into Justan’s gray eyes, silvered by the 
light from the obelisk. She felt herself to be 
bathed in radiance, as though she had become 
one with the obelisk itself. Unconsciously, she 
raised a hand and traced a rune in the air with 
brief, graceful motions of her fingers. 

“Justan!” She whispered his name, and it 
seemed to echo endlessly. Then, in silence, she 
sent her message: where she was and how Trevor 
and Malked had joined forces against him. 

She saw the expression on Justan’s face as it 
changed slowly from anguish to hope to anger— 
and she knew the message had been received. He 
stretched out a hand toward her and she lifted 
her own, and for one brief moment, she felt his 
hard, callused fingers touch hers as he spoke 
her name. F: 


283 


Saranne Dawson 


Then the light faded and blackness sur- 
rounded her. Dizzy, she sank to the floor, 
and when she opened her eyes again, she saw 
only the light of the fire and the furnishings of 
her prison. But her fingers still registered the 
imprint of his brief touch and she cradled her 
hand to her heart. 


Justan staggered back a few steps as the 
obelisk dimmed once more to its soft glow. 
For all that he had felt the mysterious power in 
this room and even though he’d seen firsthand 
evidence of the Dammai power working through 
her, he still let moments pass before he could 
accept what had just happened. 

But she had been there, inside the obelisk, 
clearly outlined in the sudden flare-up of light. 
He had touched her. He stared at his hand and 
gasped as he saw a slight bluish-white glow 
around his fingertips that faded and vanished 
even as he watched. 

Tears coursed down his cheeks as he realized 
that after all these years, he too had now been 
touched by Dammai magic. And he knew that 
their love had provided the link that had drawn 
him, for one brief moment, into that ancient 
magic. 

But in the next moment, he was angrily wiping 
away the tears. Malked! Malked had taken her! 
And now Malked planned to lead him into a 
trap. No doubt he’d let Trevor know that he had 
Rozlynd, and that had sealed their alliance. 
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Justan clenched his fists helplessly as he 
thought about her being in Malked’s clutches. 
Could she protect herself? He was sick at the 
thought of what she might be enduring. And 
what about Torry? Was he there, too? 

He turned away from the obelisk and left the 
tower room, knowing that he could not afford 
to torment himself with questions now. There 
were plans to make. 

He returned to his apartment and told Kari 
to summon Hallen. Then, when he saw the look 
on the boy’s face, he realized that he must look 
and sound demented. 

“It’s important, Kari,” he said more gently. “I 
know it’s late, but I must speak to him now.” 

But the youth had barely closed the door 
behind him when it opened again and Hallen 
appeared. 

“The sergeant of the guards just woke me to 
say that there was a blinding light shining forth 
from the tower—but only for a moment.” 

Justan nodded, then told Hallen what had 
happened—even the part about the light that 
had flared so briefly around his fingers. Hallen 
stared at Justan’s hand for a moment, his expres- 
sion awed. 

“So you too have been touched by Dammai 
magic. This is a good sign, Justan.” 

Justan nodded, but he was thinking that he'd 
been touched long ago, and just hadn’t under- 
stood it until now. Certainly he’d been touched 
by it the night he’d made love to her up there. 
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Hallen’s mind, however, had moved to oth- 
er matters. “How did Malked get her out of 
the city? This breach of our security vexes me 
greatly, Justan.” 

Justan drew himself away from thoughts of 
Rozlynd with great difficulty, and as he did 
so, his mind finally snared that memory that: 
had nagged at him from the first time they'd 
considered that problem. 

“The tunnel!” he said suddenly. “That's it! 
That’s what I’ve been trying to remember!” 

“What tunnel?” Hallen frowned. 

“It was the fanatics who captured her and 
Torry—and they weren't acting alone. Tomas 
is behind it. He’s cast his lot in with Malked, 
then used that damned tunnel to get them out 
of the city.” 

“What tunnel, Justan?” Hallen repeated pa- 
tiently as he watched Justan pace angrily around 
the room. “I agree that they weren’t likely to have 
undertaken such a thing on their own and we 
both know how jealous Tomas is of Rozlynd’s 
powers—but where is this tunnel?” 

“It’s in the cellar beneath the temple,” Justan 
told him. “And it leads beneath the wall of the 
city into a cave in the hills. My father told me 
about it years ago when we happened upon the 
entrance to the cave. It was completely over- 
grown with weeds and shrubs. 

“He said that it was that tunnel that gave rise 
to ihe stories that some of the Dammai had 
escaped from Kargan.” 
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“But the priests wouldn’t have helped them,” 
Hallen protested. ey always hated the 
Dammai.” 

“T think in those days, they feared them more 
than they hated them. The Dammai left them 
free to practice their faith, even though they 
didn’t follow it themselves. Besides, those who 
escaped might have used their powers to force 
cooperation from the priests.” 

“Why didn’t I know about this accursed tun- 
nel, Justan? I’m supposed to be responsible for 
the protection of the city.” 

“I'd forgotten about it myself,” Justan told 
him. “It was sealed off over a century ago by 
Kargan.” 

“So those damned priests must have opened 
it up again. They could get away with it, too, 
if it’s hidden in the cellars like you said. What 
shall we do?” 

Justan thought about that. He was enraged 
over Tomas’ betrayal, but confronting him, how- 
ever satisfying, would only stir up problems he 
didn’t need right now. 

“First, we need to find out if I’m right. I’m 
sure I can find that cave entrance again. Get 
a few men who can be trusted to keep their 
mouths shut and we'll ride out there at dawn. 
With luck, we'll find some game and we can 
pretend it was just a hunting trip.” 


The sun had barely crept above the moun- 
tains when Justan found the entrance to the 
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cave, surprising himself with the accuracy of 
his memory. He’d been no more than twelve 
when his father had showed it to him, and in the 
intervening years, what had been small shrubs 
in front of it had become taller than he was. 

A hasty attempt had obviously been made to 

‘conceal the opening again, but the trampled 
weeds and a few faint footprints and hoofprints 
remained, thanks to the mud left behind by 
melting snows. 

Justan swore. If only he’d remembered the 
tunnel when they'd first been captured. Rozlynd 
and Torry had probably been unconscious—no 
doubt drugged—and if he’d dispatched soldiers 
then, they would have overtaken Malked’s men 
before they crossed the river that divided his 
lands from Malked’s. 

His fists clenched involuntarily as he thought 
about her probable treatment at Malked’s 
hands. But he clung desperately to the hope 
that she retained enough of her powers to 
protect herself—or that Malked’s fear of those 
powers had kept him away from her. 

Hallen sent the other men off to find some 
game in order to provide cover for their expedi- 
tion. Justan’s eyes were burning with tears of 
rage and frustration when his old friend laid a 
hand on his shoulder and suggested that they 
begin to make their plans. 
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The brief “meeting” with Justan convinced 
Rozlynd that she had to find some way to 
get Torry and her out of Malked’s hands. 
She could not allow herself to be used as 
a pawn in the coming war and she had to 
return to Katandi to defend it against its 
enemies. 

She also felt Justan’s absence even more 
keenly than she’d felt it before. Seeing the 
anguish and then hope on Justan’s face told 
her more clearly than any words could have 
that he needed her as well. 

She was casting about for some plan that 
would get them out of this place when Malked 
put in an appearance. He had begun to pay 
daily visits to her suite in addition to insisting 
that she join him for the evening meal. She 
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found these visits, which nearly always came in — 
the mornings, so unpleasant that she frequently 
awoke feeling rather ill. 

His latest tactic was to shower Torry with toys, 
and on this morning, he brought an elaborate 
set of wooden soldiers. Rozlynd had instructed 
Torry to be polite to him, but she winced in 
sympathy for her brother as Malked fussed 
over him and ruffled his hair before turning 
his unwelcome attentions upon her. 

“I trust that you’re well this morning, mila- 
dy,” he said with a bow. 

“As well as can be expected, given the fact 
that I’m being held here against my will,” she 
replied coolly. 

“Ah yes, you must wish to return to Katandi, 
to the keep that was once home to your people. 
I've heard it said that the Dammai never strayed 
far from that place—at least until their final 
battle with Kargan.” 

He paused, striding pompously around the 
room. “Kargan was a mighty warrior—but he 
was also a fool. He should have picked for 
himself the fairest of the Dammai maidens 
and married her. Then he would have had the 
powers of the Dammai for himself—as Justan 
intended to do.” 

Rozlynd said nothing. Until that moment 
across time and space, Malked’s words might 
have played on her own suspicions. But she no 
longer distrusted Justan. He might want to make 
use of her powers, but no more than she herself 
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did—and for the same reason now. 

“According to the old stories,” Malked went 
on, “the Dammai queen ruled alongside her 
husband—but that’s one tradition Justan would 
never have countenanced. Even his own father 
said he was obsessed with becoming King of 
the Medyars.” 

He grinned at her, showing big, yellowed teeth 
and changing his countenance from that of a pig 
to a wolf. “If he learns that Trevor and I have 
joined forces against him, he'll be off to make 
an alliance with Basra by agreeing to marry his 
daughter, Gesell.” 

Pain coursed through her as she realized 
that Malked could be right. Marrying Basra’s 
daughter might be the only way he could defeat 
Malked. And she herself was the one who had 
just set him on that course, by telling him of 
Malked’s plans. 

“Then I would think that the battle should 
be even. You and Trevor against the combined 
forces of Justan and Basra.” 

But Malked shook his head and gave her 
another wolfish grin. “Not even, milady—not 
by a long shot. Because I have you!” 

“I fail to see how that will be of any help 
to you.” 

“You will use your powers to help me, milady. 
You will do as I ask because in return, I will 
agree to let Justan live. Not in his own lands, 
of course; I couldn’t risk that. But I'll guarantee 
him safe passage across the sea.” 
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She felt a coldness growing in her, but she 


still managed to keep her tone even. “And why 
would you think that such a promise would 
move me, Malked? Justan is nothing to me. 
He tricked me into coming to his keep and 
then kept me prisoner there—just as you have 
imprisoned me here.” 

For a moment, she thought that he might 
believe her. But then he shook his head. 
“You love him. Women always fall in love 
with Justan.” 

“You're wrong, Malked. I may be a woman— 
but I am also a Dammai, and I want to claim 
my heritage. Justan is the one who stands in my 
way.” 

_ Beyond Malked’s shoulder, she saw Torry 

watching them with a frown. She sent him a 
silent signal to remain quiet, and he turned his 
attention back to his soldiers. 

“Then you shall have it,” Malked said with a 
slight bow. “Katandi shall be yours.” 

“Katandi is already mine,” she stated firm- 
ly. “It is mine—and Torry’s—because I am 
Dammai—and not because of your suffer- 
ance.” 

“You try my patience, woman,” Malked 
growled as he took a few steps in her direc- 
tion. 

She raised her hand, and her fingers traced 
a quick pattern in the air. Blue light sparked 
around them, and Malked stumbled backward, 
his ugly face distorted with frustration. 
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“Leave me, Malked—or I will bring this whole 
wretched place tumbling about your ears.” 

For a moment, she thought he would chal- 
lenge her, but then he backed quickly to the 
_ door and hurried away. Rozlynd turned to see 
Torry staring openmouthed at her. She’d for- 
gotten that he hadn't seen her powers displayed 
before. She hurried to him and wrapped her 
arms around him, hoping that she hadn’t fright- 
ened him too badly. 

“Don’t be afraid, Torry. He can’t hurt us.” 

“Wow! Can you do that cms he asked, 
staring at her hand. 

In spite of herself, Rozlynd laughed. The mind 
of a child was truly a wondrous thing. She 
looked around them, not sure how to com- 
ply with his request because until now, she’d 
used her powers only to heal or to defend 
herself. 

“Umm, let’s see.” His toy soldiers caught her 
eye. They were lined up in opposing groups. 
She lifted her hand, and once again, her fin- 
gers seemed to acquire a life of their own as 
they moved rapidly, trailing a thin line of blue- 
white fire. 

Torry squealed with surprise and delight as 
the soldiers began to move, both lines advanc- 
ing until they knocked into each other and fell 
in a brightly colored heap. Only the largest of 
them remained standing: a soldier mounted on 
a white horse. 

“That’s Justan!” Torry exclaimed, picking it 


293 


Saranne Dawson 


up. “He has a white horse, you know.” 

She nodded and her thoughts turned back to 
that night when they'd ridden back to the keep 
and =. 

“You do like Justan, don’t you, Rozzie?” Torry 
asked plaintively, drawing her out of her sen- 
sual wanderings. 

“Of course,” she assured him. “I just said that 
because I wanted Malked to know that he can’t 
use me.” 

“I want to go home, Rozzie,” he said, his 
lower lip trembling. “I want to see Justan again 
and I want to be there when Kettie has her 
puppies. Can’t you use your magic to take us 
home?” 

“IT don’t know, Torry. I don’t think it works 
that way. But I'll find some way to get us out 
of here. I want to go home, too.” 

And think she did, all that day and evening. It 
was very frustrating, since she still didn’t know 
the limits of her powers and could not risk 
testing them only to have them desert her at 
a dangerous moment. 

She thought about that time when she’d gone 
to the tower simply by wanting to be there. Did 
that mean that she could actually walk through 
walls? She was greatly tempted to try, but in the 
end, she didn’t. What was the point, when she 
couldn't take Torry with her? 

No, there had to be another way. She needed 
help to get out of this place, and she saw no help 
anywhere around. 
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“Good morning, milady.” 

Rozlynd looked up in surprise to find a dif- 
ferent maid bringing her breakfast. She thought 
immediately how very pretty she was—or would 
be, if she took any care with her appearance. 
And she was smiling—the first time Rozlynd 
had seen any servant smile in this accursed 
place. 

Rozlynd smiled and the girl returned her 
smile shyly, then set down the heavy tray and 
proceeded to lift the lids and tell her what she’d 
brought. Torry needed no urging. He called a 
halt to his battle of toy soldiers and immediately 
tucked into his breakfast. 

“Thank you,” Rozlynd said to the girl. “I’m 
afraid I don’t know your name.” 

“It’s Dava, milady,” the girl said as she looked 
around the room nervously. 

“Dava,” Rozlynd repeated. “That’s a lovely 
name.” 

The girl smiled shyly again and Rozlynd said 
that it was nice to see someone smile. “That 
doesn’t seem to happen often around here,” she 
commented. 

The girl hesitated, then shook her head as she 
shifted from one foot to the other, seemingly 
unwilling to leave but afraid to linger. 

“Is there something I can do for you, Dava?” 
Rozlynd asked gently, even though she couldn't 
imagine what it would be. 

“Is it true that you’re Dammai?” the girl asked 
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suddenly, her words tumbling out in a great 
rush. 

“Yes, I am.” She assumed that Dava was 
about to ask her to heal someone, and she 
wondered if she could do that here—or if she — 
should do it. 

The girl gaped at her wordlessly for a few 
seconds, then asked in a breathless voice, “Can 
you do magic, then?” 

Rozlynd nodded. “Some, yes. Why do you 
ask?” 

“You came here from Katandi, didn’t you?” 

Once again, Rozlynd nodded, waiting patient- 
ly for the girl to say what was on her mind. 

“Did you want to come here, then?” 

“No. We were brought here against our will. 
Katandi is our home.” 

“I can help you—maybe.” The girl blurted 
out the words rapidly, all the while darting 
nervous glances around the room as though 
she expected someone to materialize at any 
moment. 

Rozlynd’s quick surge of hope died just as 
quickly. How could this nervous young girl pos- 
sibly help them to escape? And why would she 
want to help? Was this a trick of Malked’s? 

But she was desperate enough to cling to 
a tiny fragment of that hope, especially when 
she saw Torry look up with that same hope in 
his eyes. 

“Do you mean that you could help us to 
escape?” she asked carefully. 
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The girl bit her lip and nodded rapidly. “I 
could help you get out of here, but I don’t know 
how to get past the guards.” 

“How many guards are there?” Rozlynd asked. 

“There’s only one.” 

“Only one?” Rozlynd frowned. “But I can see 
the gate from here and there always seem to be 
a group of them.” 

Dava shook her head. “That’s the main gate. 
There’s another. It’s the way we come and go 
after the big gate is shut for the night.” 

“I see. But what about the city’s gate? Isn't it 
guarded and closed at night?” 

“Yes, but there’s a way over the wall. It’s bro- 
ken in one place, you see. There was a mud slide 
and the men haven't started to fix it yet.” 

Still, Rozlynd was afraid to let her hopes 
free, even though by now they were struggling 
mightily and Torry had completely lost interest 
in his food as he stared from her to Dava. 

“Why do you want to help us, Dava?” Rozlynd 
asked gently. “You would be taking a very big 
risk.” 

“I want to go with you.” 

“To Katandi? But you must have family 
here?” 

Dava shook her head and her voice trembled. 
“Not anymore.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Lord Malked—” She stopped, then drew in 
a shaky breath before continuing in an oddly 
flat tone. 
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“There was just my sister and me. She worked 
here, too. Lord Malked kept after her, but she — 
refused him. One night, he got drunk and came 
after her. She fought him and he hurt her and 
when he was finished, he turned her over to his 
men. When they finished with her, they dumped 
her in front of our house. No one could help her. 
She died.” 

“Oh, Dava!” Rozlynd leapt from her chair and 
drew the girl into her arms. “But how can you 
go on working here?” 

“There’s nowhere else I can go,” the girl 
sobbed. “No one is allowed to quit or Lord 
Malked sends his men after them.” 

“Has he... bothered you?” Rozlynd asked 
fearfully. 

The girl shook her had. “Not yet. But he will. I 
try to keep out of his way, but—” She shrugged 
and began to cry again. 

Rozlynd held her and understood now why 
the girl seemed to be hiding her beauty. She 
thought that if Malked were to appear now, she 
would reduce him to a pile of ashes without a 
moment's thought. 

Dava gradually stopped crying and looked at 
Rozlynd hopefully. “Is it true that Lord Justan’s 
a good man? I've heard that he treats his people 
well.” 

“Yes,” Rozlynd assured her. “He’s a very good 
man, and he’d never allow such a thing to hap- 
pen. 

“Then will you take me with you?” 
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Rozlynd nodded and drew the girl down into 
a chair. “Now, we must begin to make our 
plans.” 


Rozlynd spent the next two days in an agony 
of waiting. She slept little, and had awakened 
this morning to a bout of nausea, undoubtedly 
brought on by her nervousness. 

The plan was risky, to be sure—but she knew 
that the greatest risk was to Dava. If they were 
caught, Malked would surely take out his rage 
on the girl. She could protect Torry and herself, 
and in any event, Malked wouldn't dare to harm 
them and disrupt his plans for her. But Dava 
had no protection at all, and would surely suffer 
her sister’s terrible fate. 

At one point during the long day, Rozlynd 
was ready to call it off. There had to be another 
way to foil Malked’s infernal plans—one that 
didn’t place an innocent girl in danger. But then 
she reminded herself that Dava was already at 
risk, and that this escape was probably her only 
hope of avoiding her sister's fate. 

At least, Rozlynd was spared a lengthy visit 
from Malked. He appeared in her suite only 
briefly, and it was apparent that his mind 
was elsewhere—no doubt on his war plans. 
The courtyard below her window was busier 
than ever with men at arms practice, and she 
could see still more men pouring in through the 
keep’s gate. 

The weather had taken a definite turn toward 
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spring, and this day was clear and bright after 
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three days of gentle rain. Considering the dif- — 


ficult journey that lay ahead of them, Rozlynd 
was grateful that winter had apparently lost its 
grip on the land. 

But the change in the weather also pointed 
up the urgency of their situation. With spring 
would come war, and she had to get back to 
Katandi to help Justan. 

Dava’s plan depended upon her being able 
to switch duties with one of the other kitch- 
en staff, since she usually worked days. But 
she'd told Rozlynd that it should be easy; none 
of the younger women wanted to work eve- 
nings, when Malked and his aides were invari- 
ably drunk and looking for “entertainment”. 

Rozlynd was pacing around their suite with 
increasing concern for Dava when the girl 
showed up right on schedule with their evening 
meal, her eyes bright and her face flushed. 

“All is ready,” she told Rozlynd the moment 
she closed the door behind her. “I brought some 
extra food so I can eat, too. By the time we 
finish, most of the kitchen staff will be gone.” 

Rozlynd nodded and sat down to force her- 
self to eat. Torry needed no such urging. He’d 
been in high spirits all day, and Rozlynd knew 
that he regarded what lay ahead as one big 
adventure. 

They ate in a tense silence, broken only by 
Torry’s occasional questions about their plans. 
Then Rozlynd sent him to get his cloak and 
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_ picked up her own. During the day, she’d torn 
out the lovely fur trim and then balled it up 
and wrinkled it in an attempt to make it look 
as worn as possible. 

When Torry returned, he cast a longing glance 
at his toy soldiers, but to Rozlynd’s relief, he 
didn’t ask to take them along. Not only could 
they not afford the extra burden, but she wanted 
nothing to remind her of Malked. Perhaps Torry 
had reached that decision as well. 

Dava went out the door first, carrying the 
tray. Rozlynd and Torry waited in the doorway 
until the girl reached the corner and beckoned 
them to follow her. 

The trio hurried along the dimly lit corridors. 
All three stiffened with fear as they passed one 
door where men’s voices could be heard in what 
sounded like drunken laughter. But they saw no 
one, and soon Dava whispered that the worst 
was over as they reached a narrow back stair- 
case that led to the keep’s kitchens. 

As Dava had predicted, no one was about in 
the huge main kitchen, although voices could be 
heard from an adjoining room. Dava motioned 
them into a pantry, then said she would be back 
as soon as she took the tray to the scullery maids. 
They would be expecting it and might become 
suspicious if it weren’t returned. 

Rozlynd hugged Torry to her in the darkness 
of the pantry, where the strong aromas of herbs 
and spices had both of them fighting sneezes. 
But Dava returned quickly, and then they were 
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out through the rear door into the barren kitch- — 
en gardens. 

Dava has done her part, Rozlynd thought as 
they hurried along, keeping to the deepest shad- 
ows. Now I must do mine. If only she’s right 
about there being just the one guard. 

The path curved between two walls and then 
Rozlynd saw the narrow gate just ahead, lit by 
a single lamp. At first, she saw no guard at all, 
_ but as they approached, with Dava in the lead; 
a soldier stepped out of the shadows and turned 
their way. 

He recognized Dava, but frowned when he 
saw two others with her. But by the time he 
opened his mouth to challenge them, Rozlynd 
had raised her hand. 

It was different this time; she knew that 
immediately. Always before, she had felt con- 
trolled by something outside herself. But this 
time, she knew exactly what she was doing as 
she sketched rapidly and the blue fire pierced 
the darkness. 

The guard stumbled backward against the 
open gate, then collapsed onto the ground 
unconscious. Rozlynd bent quickly to touch 
him, prolonging his sleep in the same way she 
had brought sleep to patients in the surgery. 

Despite the need for haste, she paused to stare 
at him in horror. She knew he wasn’t dead, but 
she also knew that she could very easily have 
killed him. She had felt the careful control even 
as she'd exercised it. Then Dava took her arm 
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urgently and they fled through the gate into the 
night. 

Dava led them through dark, silent streets, 
explaining that she was taking a circuitous route 
to her home in order to avoid streets where they 
might be seen. They were stopping there to pick 
up supplies for their journey before hurrying on 
to the breach in the city wall, which wasn’t far 
away. 

When they'd made their plans, Rozlynd had 
asked Dava to lend her something to wear. The 
gown she'd been wearing when she was cap- 
tured was too fine and the clothing Malked had 
lavished upon her was equally expensive and 
would make her far too conspicuous. Fortu- 
nately, Torry’s clothes were considerably less 
ostentatious. 

All of them breathed a sigh of relief when 
they reached Dava’s tiny cottage—and for the 
first time, Rozlynd let herself believe that they 
might actually make it. The opening in the wall 
was less than two blocks away. The possibility 
that it might be guarded troubled Rozlynd, but 
Dava said there hadn’t been anyone there when 
she’d checked it on previous nights. 

Rozlynd took off her gown and told Dava to 
burn it in the fireplace, so that even if guards 
came here, they wouldn't find any evidence that 
she’d been there. Then she put on the heavy, 
rough woolen dress that Dava gave her. with 
many apologies. It was a bit short, revealing 
more of her fine leather boots than she would 
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have liked, but it fit well enough otherwise, and — 
her cloak was long enough to cover the boots ? 
in any event. 

Then, carrying as much food as they could 
manage and with Dava’s meager savings, they 
left the cottage. As they hurried along through 
the dark streets, Dava withdrew something from 
the folds of her cloak and showed it to Rozlynd 
before quickly hiding it again. It was a small but 
wicked-looking knife. 

“It was my father’s,” she whispered. “TI tried 
to get Tarra to carry it, but she wouldn’t. She 
was afraid of it.” 

Her voice broke as she spoke her dead sister's 
name, and Rozlynd reached out to squeeze her 
hand reassuringly. “You're avenging her death 
in the best way you can,” she assured the girl. 

They reached the broken wall and Rozlynd 
stared at it in dismay. It was a huge pile of stones 
and chunks of mortar and mud. Torry, however, 
was undeterred and had already scrambled half- 
way up before Rozlynd and Dava began their 
more careful climb. By the time they had gotten 
halfway up, Rozlynd was thinking wryly that she 
needn't have worried about her cloak and boots. 
Her cloak had already snagged on a sharp piece 
of mortar and both cloak and boots were coated 
with mud. | 

The moon was nearly full and when they 
reached the top and she saw what lay beyond 
the wall, Rozlynd’s heart sank once more. There 
were more stones and boulders and what looked 
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like a veritable river of mud on a precipitous- 
ly steep slope. It no longer surprised her that 
Malked hadn't bothered to post a guard at this 
breach in his wall. . 

But when the other two began to pick their 
way carefully down the slope, she followed 
along quickly, chastising herself for her fas- 
tidiousness. It was obvious that she’d become 
far too accustomed to living in luxury. 

By the time they reached the bottom, all three 
of them had slipped and slid enough that they 
were well coated with mud. Rozlynd surveyed 
herself and grinned ruefully. 

“I guess I really didn’t need to borrow a dress, 
after all,” she told Dava. “No one would ever 
mistake me for a fine lady now.” 

Then she looked back at the wall and sighed 
happily. “We're free—really free!” She hugged 
Torry and Dava, then said they’d better move 
on until they were well away from the city. 

Dava, who'd spent her entire life in the city, 
knew little of the surrounding countryside and 
was forced to rely on memories of childhood 
excursions. But she managed to find a narrow 
road and they followed it through the night, 
until the sky ahead of them began to lighten. 

Rozlynd brought them to a stop. “Now that 
the sun is rising, we should be able to find our 
way. We must go south.” 

“South?” Dava echoed with a frown. “But 
Katandi lies to the west.” 

“We're not going to Katandi,” Rozlynd said, 
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then held up a hand as both Dava and Torry 
began to protest. 

“That’s exactly where Malked’s men will be 
looking for us. Besides, from what Malked told 
me, the only way to cross from Torondi into 
Justan’s lands is the river. There’s only one 
bridge and it’s well-guarded, and crossing the 
river itself is impossible at this time of year. 
That’s why he can’t attack Justan until spring— 
after the snowmelt is gone and the river is lower 
again. 

“We will go south—to Tazged. It should be 
easy to hide there until I can figure out how to 
get us back to Katandi.” 

“That's where the ship brought us,” Torry said, 
still somewhat put out by her decision. 

“Yes, and that’s why it’s a good place to hide. 
It’s a busy port and we're far less likely to be 
noticed there. Besides, from what Malked said, 
Lord Basra has remained neutral.” 

A short time later, just as full daylight arrived, 
they found an old, narrow road that took them 
south. 


“You know the conditions for an alliance, 
Justan. We've had this talk before—several 
times.” 

“I'm aware of that, my Lord Basra,” Justan 
replied with a formal bow. “But the situation 
has changed.” 

The old man gestured with annoyance. “Oh, 
do sit down, Justan. And stop all that bowing 
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and scraping and calling me ‘milord’. It doesn’t 
suit you at all. It didn’t suit you even when you 
were a child. You were always arrogant and far 
too sure of yourself.” 

Justan sat. Basra’s words didn’t bother him, 
because he knew that the man had always had 
a soft spot for him, and in his better moods had 
referred to Justan as “the son I never had”. 

“Now perhaps you'd care to tell me just what 
has changed. Don’t tell me you've finally gotten 
yourself into trouble with some wench whose 
father is causing your problems?” 

Justan smiled and shook his head. “Well, first 
of all, Malked and Trevor have made peace and 
are scheming against me.” 

“Is that so?” Basra asked with obvious shock. 
“Well, I suppose that nothing Malked could do 
should surprise me. There’s been bad blood 
in that clan from the beginning. But I'd have 
thought that Trevor would fall in with you, as 
he’s done in the past.” 

“Not this time. He’s badly in debt and I sup- 
pose that Malked has promised him a gold mine 
or two—probably some of my mines.” 

“Well, why don’t you up the ante, then: prom- 
ise him some mines yourself? You can afford 
its 

“Because we both know that he’d only waste 
the gold on more foolishness. His people starve, 
while he builds ever bigger palaces and fur- 
nishes them ever more lavishly.” 

“Hmmpphh!” Basra snorted. “It’s that dam- 
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nable wife of his. The man has no backbone. 
But what does that have to do with the terms 
of my alliance with you?” 

“Nothing—except that it puts me in the posi- 
tion of having only the Smaillholders on my 
side. They're good men, but they can’t raise an 
army to offset the combined forces of Malked 
and Trevor. And you know as well as I do that 
if Malked defeats me, he'll be after you next. 

“But something else has changed as well, Bas- 
ra.” Justan hesitated, uncertain it would work, 
despite all the thought he’d given it. 

“Gesell is a fine woman and she deserves a 
husband who loves her,” Justan began. But Bas- 
ra interrupted him with a dismissive gesture. 

“Love? Pah! Two people can learn to love 
each other. Have you gone soft in the head, 
Justan?” 

“Perhaps I have,” Justan replied with a smile 
that faded quickly as he thought of Rozlynd’s 
present whereabouts. “I suppose it’s true that 
two people forced into marriage can learn to 
care for each other—but not when both of them 
love someone else.” 

“Gesell’s just infatuated with that boy—and — 
he’s not suitable.” 

“He seems like a fine young man to me. I met 
him earlier. And despite your constant com- 
plaints, you have enough years left to turn him 
into a good ruler.” 

Basra glared at him from beneath bushy white 
brows. “And I suppose that now you're going to 
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tell me that you're ‘in love’ as well?” 

“I am. I intend to marry the lady very soon.” 

“Who is she?” Basra asked, forgetting his dis- 
pleasure for the moment. “And what about your 
vow?” 

“For this lady, I will break my vow. Her name 
is Rozlynd—and she’s Dammai.” 

“Dammai?” Basra leaned forward so sharp- 
ly that he nearly fell off his chair. “Are you 
sure?” 

Justan nodded with a smile. “I’m sure you 
would already have heard about her if you 
employed agents like the rest of us. And you'll 
be hearing soon enough in any event, now that 
spring has come and trade will be resuming.” 

“Dammai,” Basra echoed, more to himself 
than to Justan. “There were always stories that 
some of them might have escaped Kargan, but I 
never believed it, since they didn’t come back.” 

“Rozlynd and her brother passed through here 
only months ago, on their way to Katandi.” 

“Two of them? How old is the brother?” 

Justan told him, then explained how they'd 
come to Katandi. He also told him how Rozlynd 
had already demonstrated her talents. And final- 
ly, he told him about the obelisk. 

Basra nodded. “I knew there was something 
in that tower. Your father made references to 
it once when he was in his cups, then denied it 
when he sobered up again.” 

Basra sat there silently for a long time, 
drumming his fingers against the arm of his 
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chair. Then he regarded Justan suspiciously. 

“And this Dammai woman has agreed to mar- 
ry you? They never married outside their clan.” 

“She has little choice now, since she and her 
brother are the only ones left.” 

“And of course she finds you as irresistible as 
all women seem to do,” Basra said disgustedly. 

“On the contrary, she found me very resist- 
ible—for a time.” 

“So now you intend to have it all: King of the 
Medyars, with a Dammai queen at your side. 
According to the old stories, the Dammai queen 
had as much power as her king, you know.” 

“I’m aware of that,” Justan replied. 

“The thought of seeing you being forced to 
share your power just might be enough to 
keep me alive for some time,” Basra said with 
a smile. 

“Fine. Then you'll have the time you need to 
turn Gesell’s young man into a ruler.” - 

“Perhaps. I must think on this. We'll talk more 
when we go hunting tomorrow.” 


The journey to what Rozlynd hoped would 
be a safe haven in Tazged turned out to be far 
worse than the much longer journey from her 
ruined village to Katandi. 

The weather cooperated for the first two days, 
then became their enemy. Fierce storms lashed 
them every day and as the temperature fell, 
the rain was sometimes mixed with sleet or 
snow. They kept to narrow roads that were 
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often nearly impassable because of mudslides 
or flooding, and on occasion they even followed 
what Rozlynd assumed were the paths of migra- 
tory animals. They had no idea where they were 
or how far they had yet to travel, but simply 
kept walking south, guided by the sun when it 
appeared and by hope when it didn’t. 

The food they'd brought with them was 
gone within four days, despite their efforts 
at rationing. After that, they caught fish with 
Dava’s knife or their bare hands and drank 
much water to fill their hungry bellies. 

One day, they happened to pass quite near a 
farm, and they stopped and waited for dark, then 
took several chickens, leaving in their place one 
of Dava’s precious gold coins. Even though they 
were now far from Torondi, Rozlynd was still 
unwilling to risk any encounter with people. 

Dava, who was far more accustomed to hard- 
ship than Torry and Rozlynd were, fared well 
enough on such meager rations. Even Torry 
continued to treat the miserable journey as an 
adventure and seemed none the worse for it, 
despite having lost weight. 

Alone among them, it was Rozlynd who was 
suffering, although she took great care not to 
let the other two see it. She was frequently sick 
in the morning, although the nausea seemed 
to go away once they set out again. And her 
ankles swelled inside her boots, making every 
step painful. 

But her misery was offset by the optimism of 
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her companions. Torry talked constantly about 
Katandi and Justan, while Dava peppered him 
with questions and seemed to grow happier with 
each step that carried her away from her former 
master. 

At night, as they huddled around a campfire, 
Dava told them about her life. Rozlynd had 
been curious about the girl, since it was obvious 
that she was far more educated and well-spoken 
than the other servants she’d encountered at 
Malked’s keep. 

Dava’s father, it turned out, had been a senior 
officer in Malked’s army and her mother had 
been an herbalist and herself the daughter of 
a high-ranking officer. When her father was 
killed in battle, Dava’s mother still managed 
to eke out a decent living for them by taking 
on some students for small fees. 

Rozlynd interrupted her tale to ask if Malked 
had paid her mother a pension, but Dava looked 
at her as though she’d never heard of such a 
thing. 

Their quiet life then fell apart when Malked 
learned that her mother was educating the chil- 
dren. She was dragged off to the keep and soon 
executed for what Malked called “treason”. 

“A few men who had served under my father 
then had the courage to speak up,” Dava told 
them. “It was too late to save my mother, but 
Lord Malked agreed to take my sister and me into 
his service.” 

No doubt, he agreed to that only after he’d 
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seen them, Rozlynd thought with disgust, wish- 
ing once again that she’d destroyed that poor 
excuse of a man. 

Each night, when the other two had fallen 
asleep, Rozlynd tried to send her mind out to 
Justan. But no vision came, and she was sure 
she hadn't reached him. With each failure came 
the nagging fear that he might have been killed 
in an attempt to rescue her. 

But by day, she set one foot before the other 
and put from her mind her fears about Justan 
and everything else. She was even able to ignore 
the frequent pains in her stomach that she 
assumed came from their limited diet. 

Then the sun returned to stay, bringing the 
warmest weather yet and lifting all their spirits. 
Even the nights were warm enough that they 
had no need to huddle together before a fire. 

They were following a small stream where fish 
were plentiful, and so were better fed than they 
had been for many days. And the nausea that 
had plagued Rozlynd vanished as well. Even 
her ankles were now less swollen. From time 
to time, she still had pains in her stomach, but 
all in all she felt better than she had for more 
than a week. 

In the middle of the afternoon, they reached 
the end of the little stream and came to a large, 
wide river. Rozlynd recalled the bridge they'd 
crossed on their way from Tazged to Katandi 
- and wondered if it could be the same river. If so, 
that would mean they were near the port city. 
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"But there was no bridge here, and she stopped, 
considering their situation. They could follow 
‘the river in a westerly direction and would 
undoubtedly come upon the road and the 
bridge—but did they dare to take such a 
chance? The road was almost certain to be 
filled with merchants setting out on their spring 
business. 

“Can you swim?” she asked Dava. Both she 
and Torry were strong swimmers. There had 
been a river in their valley and everyone had 
gone swimming there in the summer. 

To her relief, Dava nodded. They stood on the 
bank and peered into the clear water. Although 
the river was rather wide, it appeared to be 
quite shallow—at least as far as they could see. 

“It may be that we won't have to swim,” 
Rozlynd told them. “But if we do, at least we'll 
have a nice bath.” 

After removing their boots and stowing them 
in their cloaks that they then tied around their 
shoulders, the trio waded into the stream. The 
river remained shallow nearly to the middle— 
but then Torry, who had gone on ahead, let out 
a sudden squeal and disappeared from view. 

Rozlynd cried out and began to wade toward 
the spot where he’d vanished, then suddenly 
found herself madly treading water as the bot- 
tom dropped away and the current became 
much stronger. 

She began to swim, lifting her head regularly 
to look around frantically for her brother. Her — 
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heavy cloak became waterlogged and threat- 
ened to sink her, but there was no way she 
could stop long enough to undo the knot that 
held it around her shoulders. 

Then suddenly, Torry’s dark head bobbed 
above the water ahead of her as he began 
to swim for the far shore. After checking to 
see that Dava was still following her, Rozlynd 
struck out for the shore herself. 

A few minutes later, they all lay exhausted 
on the pebbly bank. Rozlynd managed to get 
the sodden mass of her cloak off her shoulders, 
then helped Torry to do the same. When she 
turned to Dava, the girl was digging frantically 
through the wet folds of her own cloak. 

“My purse!” she cried. “It’s gone!” 

They searched the bank and the shallows, 
but were soon forced to the conclusion that 
the purse had slipped from the bundle while 
Dava was swimming. The girl began to cry, and 
Rozlynd hugged her. 

“Don’t worry, we'll think of something. And 
you won't need it when we get to Katandi.” 

But what were they going to do when they 
reached Tazged? she asked herself. There had 
been enough money in the purse to buy several 
nights’ lodging and pay their way to Katandi. 

The ragged, hungry trio arrived in Tazged 
two days later. They'd had nothing to eat since 
crossing the river and had exhausted their small 
water supply the day before. As they walked 
through the streets of the city, people gave them 
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strange looks, but Rozlynd gradually realized — 
that it was the result of their appearances and 
not because they'd been recognized. 

She had decided that her only hope lay in the 
possibility that the innkeeper where she and 
Torry had stayed months earlier might remem- 
ber them and be kind enough to put them up on 
her promise of later payment. But it was a slim 
hope. She certainly didn’t look like the woman 
who had stayed there before, and in any event, 
the man hadn't been very friendly. 

They finally found the inn and when they 
entered, the innkeeper hurried over to them 
with a scowl, clearly displeased with the ap- 
pearance of such a ragged lot in his establish- 
ment. Rozlynd reintroduced herself to the man, 
then tried to explain her plight. But the man 
shook his head. 

“No credit, girlie—not for the likes of ye. 
Besides, I got no rooms. Them as ain’t rented 
to sailors is rented to Lord Justan’s men. Now 
git on wi’ ye.” 

“Justan is here—in Tazged?” Rozlynd asked 
in disbelief. 

“Friend o’ yours, is he?” The man laughed 
unpleasantly. “I’ve heard tell he does like the 
ladies, but not such as ye. Now git on wi’ ye!” 

He pushed them roughly back out onto the 
street, but Rozlynd was so stunned by his news 
that she didn’t protest or even consider striking 
back at him. 

“lf Justan’s here,” she told them, “then he 
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must be visiting Lord Basra. So that’s where 
we'll go.” 

She grabbed the arm of the first passerby and 
asked for directions to Basra’s keep, since she 
couldn't recall having seen it when she was here 
before. 

The youth withdrew his arm hastily, but 
deigned to give them directions. As they set 
off, Rozlynd felt a sharp stab of pain in her 
stomach, but she ignored it. Justan! He was 
alive—and he was here! 

Then suddenly she remembered what Malked 
had told her about Basra’s condition for an alli- 
ance. Was Justan here to marry his daughter? 

Tears came to her eyes, but she kept on walk- 
ing. How could she blame him? She hadn’t once 
told him she loved him and she hadn't accepted 
his offer of marriage. And now that he knew 
that Malked and Trevor had allied themselves 
against him, he had no choice but to accept 
Basra’s terms to gain his assistance. 

When she saw the walls of the keep just a short 
distance ahead, Rozlynd began to have second 
thoughts about the wisdom of going there. Her 
sudden appearance was surely going to cause 
problems for Justan. And perhaps now that he 
had his alliance with Basra, he no longer needed 
her magic, either. 

But even as she thought this, she continued 
to stumble toward the keep. There was nowhere 
else to go, and she had Torry and Dava to con- 
sider as well. 
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Another sharp stab of pain made her cry out. 
Torry and Dava stopped and stared at her with 
concern. 

“It’s nothing,” she lied. “I think I hurt my 
ankle when the innkeeper threw us out.” 

They started toward the gate. The pain 
wouldn't go away this time, but she could 
not stop here to try to heal herself. She was 
also beginning to feel light-headed, the result, 
no doubt of not having eaten for nearly two 
days. Still, she managed to draw herself erect 
as she stopped before the guard at the gate. 

“I wish to see Lord Justan. Please tell him 
that Rozlynd is here.” ; 

The guard laughed at her. “His Lordship has 
no business with the likes of ye.” 

“Please do as I say and deliver the message,” 
Rozlynd insisted, struggling against the pain 
and the waves of dizziness. 

“Get along now,” the guard said. “Lord Jus- 
tan’s a busy man.” 

“Tell him that Rozlynd is here,” she stated 
between clenched teeth. 

The guard reached out to grab Torry, who 
was closer to him than she was—and sudden- 
ly, all her pain turned to anger. Blue fire shot 
from her fingertips and the guard was flung 
back against the wall, where he crumpled to 
the ground and lay still. 

Then there were shouts as another guard 
appeared from within the nearby building. 
Rozlynd struck out at him as well and sent 
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him flying into a group of soldiers who had 
come running out behind him. 

She ordered Torry and Dava to get behind 
her and struck out at the others as they got to 
their feet. The very air was tinted blue as men 
were tossed in all directions and their useless 
weapons clattered to the stones. 

Rozlynd could barely see through the haze of 
pain and dizziness and the force of the energy 
flowing through her. But she managed to see 
two men getting to their feet and reaching for 
their scattered weapons. She struck again, and 
this time they fell and lay still. 

She could hear shouts from within the build- 
ing nearby and then the sound of running feet, 
and she stood there, swaying, as she waited for 
them to appear. The magic fire burned brightly 
around her hands. 

Then, just as the first of the men poured out 
of the building, Rozlynd heard the sounds of 
horses’ hooves behind her. She started to turn 
to face this new threat, but instead fell to her 
knees. 

Just before she lost consciousness, she heard 
someone call her name, and that familiar voice 
followed her down into the abyss. 
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“Rozlynd!” Even as her name left his lips, 
Justan was still struggling to accommodate the 
vision before him. 

The bodies of several guards lay motionless 
on the ground, and as he stared in disbelief, 
several more were picked up and flung back 
down again. A thin haze of blue-white light 
hung over it all, and in the midst of it stood 
three figures: two women and a boy. 

The one woman’s back was to him and she 
wore a ragged hooded cloak, but there was no 
mistaking her identity when he saw her lift her 
hand once more and send the last of the men 
flying through the air. 

Then, just as he called out to her and vaulted 
from his horse, she wobbled and collapsed. 
More men poured out of the garrison and 
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advanced on her, weapons drawn, and Justan 
roared at them to stop. Then Torry came run- 
ning to him and he paused only long enough 
to clutch the boy’s shoulder in greeting before 
rushing to Rozlynd. 

Justan was not a praying man, but in that 
moment he prayed very hard. She had fallen 
facedown on the stones, and he lifted her gen- 
tly, then turned her over. Her head lolled back 
against his arm, but he saw the flutter of life at 
her throat. Behind him, he heard Basra call for 
litters, and then his host was kneeling beside 
him to stare at the limp body he held. 

“This is the Dammai?” Basra asked, and 
Justan nodded. “But what is she doing here?” 

Briefly, Justan. explained what he had not 
told the older man before: that Rozlynd had 
been captured by Malked’s men. 

“She must have escaped and found her way 
here.” 

Then he felt a hand on his arm and turned 
to see Torry staring from him to Rozlynd with 
an expression far too grave for a child to be 
wearing. He reached out with his free arm to 
hug the boy. 

“It’s all right, Torry. You're safe now, and 
she'll be fine.” His final words were meant to 
reassure himself as much as Torry. 

“They wouldn't let us see you,” Torry said in 
a quavering voice that drew Justan’s attention 
to him long enough to realize how dirty and 
haggard both he and Rozlynd looked. 
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Basra was studying the boy closely. “This is 
her brother?” 

“Yes, this is Torry. Torry, this is Lord Basra, 
and I’m sure his men intended you no harm. 
They couldn't have known who you were.” 

Men arrived with litters and Rozlynd was 
carried into the keep, with Justan following, 
his arm around Torry’s shoulders. He could 
feel the boy’s bones protruding and began to 
realize the hardships they must have endured 
to get here. 

Rozlynd was taken quickly to the surgery, 
where Basra ordered the physician to attend 
to her immediately. Then he left to see about 
the injuries to his guards. Justan and Torry 
were politely but firmly ordered to remain in 
the outer room, and it was then that Justan 
finally noticed the young girl who had followed 
them and now stood uncertainly in the door- 
way, looking as bedraggled as the other two and 
staring at him fearfully. 

“Who is this, Torry?” he asked, as much to 
distract the boy from his barely stifled sobs 
as to learn her identity. He assumed she was 
a local girl who had led them to Basra’s resi- 
dence. 

“Her name is Dava,” Torry told him. “She 
helped us escape. She worked at Malked’s 
keep.” 

The girl still hung back and looked as though 
she might either faint or run away at any 
moment. Justan walked over to her and smiled, 
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taking her grimy hands in his. 

“Tt seems that I have much to thank you for, 
Dava. You have saved the two people who mean 
most to me in this world. I hope you'll come 
back to Katandi with us. You'll have a home 
there as long as you want.” 

The girl stared at him in disbelief, then began 
to smile as tears rolled down her cheeks... She 
curtsied quickly. 

“Thank you, Lord Justan. I will be very happy 
to come to Katandi.” 

Justan clasped the girl’s shoulder briefly, 
thinking that beneath the grime she was quite 
pretty and well-spoken. He wondered what had 
prompted her to help Rozlynd and Torry, but 
decided that story could wait. From the look of 
them, they hadn’t eaten in some time. 

Justan summoned his aide, who waited out- 
side the door. “Take these two to my quarters, 
Kari, and see that they are fed.” 

Kari, who knew Torry well, gestured to the 
boy, but he stood his ground. “I want to stay 
with Rozzie.” 

“Torry, there is nothing you can do for her 
now. I'll stay here and let you know as soon as 
the physician tells me anything.” 

“C'mon, Torry. You look as though you could 
use a good meal. And while you eat, I'll tell you 
all about Kettie’s puppies.” 

Kari took the boy’s arm and began to lead 
him away, then turned to the girl. “You too, 
miss,” he said politely and Justan couldn't help 
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noticing that Kari too was able to see through 
the dirt to the lovely girl beneath. 

Alone now in the small room, Justan began to 
pace restlessly, his gaze straying constantly to 
the closed door. He didn’t want to be even this 
short distance from her, but he was rational 
enough to know that he’d only be in the way 
in there. 

Surely she was suffering from nothing more 
than exhaustion, brought on by her long jour- 
ney, a lack of decent food and the episode at 
the gate. Then abruptly, he stopped pacing as 
he recalled what he had believed after they'd 
made love in the tower. 

After a moment, he shook his head, recalling 
how she'd told him more than once that he - 
heard nothing more than the echoes of his own 
wishes up there. 

Then another thought struck him as his mind 
replayed that scene at the gate. She had used 
her powers—here, far away from Katandi. And 
from what he’d seen, she’d used them very 
powerfully. He was still grappling with the 
implications of that when Basra came into the 
room, asking after her. 

“The physician is still with her,” Justan said 
distractedly. “And I sent Torry and the girl 
who helped them escape up to my quarters to 
be fed.” 

“One of my guards is dead,” Basra told him. 
“His neck was broken when she—” He faltered, 
then sat down heavily in a nearby chair. 
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“Did I really see what I thought I saw?” the 
old man asked in a wondering tone. “Did she 
really make them fly through the air?” 

“Yes,” Justan said simply, his mind still divid- 
ed between concern for Rozlynd and the impli- 
cations of what they'd both seen. “Were any of 
the others seriously hurt?” 

Basra shook his head. “A few broken bones, 
I suspect—and some wounded pride.” 

“I’m sorry for your man’s death,” Justan told 
him. “I know she couldn’t have intended to 
kill anyone, but I think she might not have 
- been rational. I'll make sure the man’s family 
is cared for.” 

Basra nodded approvingly, then followed 
Justan’s gaze to the closed door. “I spoke to the 
man who was on the gate when she appeared. 
He said that she gave her name and asked to 
speak to you. He refused to carry the message, 
since he thought she couldn’t possibly have any 
business with you—an understandable mistake, 
given her appearance. 

“He said that he took the boy’s arm to send 
them on their way, and that’s when she... 
struck.” Basra drew in a shaky breath. 

“All these years, I’ve only half-believed those 
old stories about the Dammai. I wasn’t even 
sure I believed you when you said you'd seen 
her magic.” 

“I never saw anything like that,” Justan 
admitted, then actually smiled. “Although she 
did strike out at me once when we first met. 
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I consider myself lucky that she showed some 
restraint.” 

“But I thought that the Dammai were sup- 
posed to lose their powers when they ventured 
too far from Katandi. That’s how Kargan 
defeated them—not far from here, as you 
know.” 

Justan nodded. “I'd thought so, too. It seems 
that Rozlynd may have more power than they 
did.” 

“And you intend to marry this woman?” 
Basra said with an arched brow. Then he 
chuckled. 

“I believe you may have met your match, 
Justan. Very well, marry your Dammai and I 
will ally myself with you. I'll never be foolish 
enough to discount Dammai power again.” 


As Rozlynd swam up slowly from the abyss, 
her first memory was of that familiar voice call- 
ing her name. 

“Justan,” she whispered as she began to slip 
away again. 

Then she was drawn back by a large hand 
covering hers. A memory of that guard grab- 
bing Torry came to her and she tried to pull 
away. But the hand continued to hold hers, 
gently but firmly. 

“Rozlynd, dearest, you're safe now.” 

She opened her eyes to stare into a pair 
of wonderfully familiar gray eyes that were 
clouded by worry. She tried to smile, and her 
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effort was rewarded by a smile that lit his hag- 
gard, unshaven face. 

“Torry and Dava,” she whispered as the whole 
scene began to replay itself in her mind. 

“They're fine. Torry hasn’t stopped eating, 
except to come in and check on you. And Dava 
was here as well. I think they’re both sleeping 
now.” 

She looked around and saw yet another large, 
luxurious—and unfamiliar—room. Tired and 
disoriented as she was, she could still think 
wryly that waking in unfamiliar surroundings 
was becoming a regular habit for her. 

“Where am I?” 

“In my quarters at Lord Basra’s keep. Torry 
and Dava are nearby.” 

Mention of her host’s name brought back 
the full horror of what she’d done. She saw 
in her mind, through a blue haze, bodies flying 
through the air and then crumpling lifelessly to 
the ground. Had she really done such a thing? 

“The guards,” she said falteringly. “Did I—?” 

“You broke some bones and definitely hurt 
some pride,” Justan told her. He’d gotten Bas- 
ra’s agreement that she wouldn't be told of the 
death she'd caused. 

Tears welled up in her eyes. “I didn’t mean to 
hurt them, Justan. I. . . [don’t know what came 
over me.” 

He bent to kiss away the tears that flowed 
down her cheeks. “Torry and Dava have told me 
what you went through, and I saw the condition 
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you were in when you arrived. We all have our 
breaking points, my love—and you had reached 
yours.” 

Her mind had been registering all along the 
endearments and the love in his eyes, but she 
was still slow to respond to them. Now, how- | 
ever, she lifted a hand to touch his cheek. 

“IT love you, Justan. I don’t know why I didn’t 
know that before.” 

His lips touched hers with great gentleness. 
“Too much got in the way—for both of us.” 

She nodded and felt herself beginning to 
drift off again, floating this time on a cloud 
of warmth and pleasure. But his voice kept her 
hovering along the edges of sleep. 

“Basra’s physician says you should take at 
least some broth as soon as possible to build 
up your strength.” 

She gave a barely perceptible nod, and he got 
up to summon a maid. By the time he returned 
to her bedside, she had fallen asleep again. 
Justan stood there staring down at her and 
rubbing his stubbled chin. He hadn't bathed 
or shaved since returning from the hunting 
trip because he had refused to leave her side. 
Instead, he’d made a bed for himself out of two 
chairs and had spent the rest of the day and 
night there, resisting the temptation to get into 
bed with her only because he feared he might 
disturb her badly needed rest. 

While he waited for food to be brought, he 
added some more logs to the fire. After several 
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warm days, the weather had turned cool and — 
wet, and he could feel the dampness beginning 
to seep into the room. 

He stifled a yawn and thought again about 
the story Torry and the girl had told him. When 
he glanced back at the small, delicate figure in ~ 
the big bed, he found it hard to believe that 
she had endured all that she had in such a 
short time: the long journey after watching 
her home being destroyed and everyone she 
knew murdered, the adjustments to a new life 
in Katandi and the discovery of her powers, 
the kidnapping by Malked’s men—and then the 
escape and the long, difficult journey here. 

Justan already knew that he loved her, but 
thinking about all this made him respect her in 
a way he hadn't really considered before. And as 
to this latest demonstration of her powers... 
Well, much as he hated to admit it, he knew 
Basra was right. He had indeed met his match. 
In fact, he had the uneasy feeling that he’d more 
than met it. 

Justan had been taught by a strong-willed 
mother and grandmother to respect women 
and their strengths, but he knew now that 
nothing could have prepared him for life with 
a woman who could kill with a flutter of her 
fingers. 

For one brief moment, he wished that she 
were just an ordinary woman and not a power- 
ful sorceress. But it was impossible to separate 
the two—and he knew he loved them both. 
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The maid arrived with a tray containing a 
_ bowl of fragrant broth and a small loaf of 
bread. Justan directed her to set it down on 
a table near the hearth. Then, when she had 
gone, he returned to the bed and bent to kiss 
Rozlynd’s brow. 

“Wake up, dearest. You have to take some 
food.” 

Her thick, dark lashes fluttered, then lay still 
again. He kissed her eyelids, trying to ignore 
the stirrings of a body unaccustomed to these 
weeks of celibacy. 

This time, her eyes opened and her lips curved 
in a ghost of a smile. She murmured something 
he couldn’t quite catch and he asked her to 
repeat it. She smiled again. 

“You remind me of a kitten I had once. He 
used to kiss my eyes and nose to wake me in 
the mornirg.” 

He chuckled. “We'll get you a kitten again, if 
that’s what you prefer.” 

“That would be nice.” She smiled dreamily, 
his gentle teasing beyond the recognition of her 
still-dozing mind. 

She was still floating somewhere between 
wakefulness and sleep and made a sound of 
protest when he drew back the covers and lifted 
her into his arms. 

“You need some food,” he reminded her as he 
carried her to the hearth, then settled her onto 
his lap. “I’m not much of a nurse, but I'll give 
it a try.” 
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It felt so very good to be curled up against 
his solid warmth. She thought vaguely that it 
had been a very long time since she'd felt so 
protected and cherished. For so very long now, 
she’d had to hide her fears and uncertainties 
and be strong. 

He brought a spoon to her lips and she sud- 
denly became aware of her hunger. As she 
accepted spoonful after spoonful, she tried to 
remember when food had last tasted so good. 
It seemed another lifetime. 

She ate all of the broth and chewed some of 
the warm, fresh bread, then fell back against his 
chest with a contented sigh. Justan kissed the 
top of her head. 

“I love you, Rozlynd, and I promise to keep 
you safe from now on.” 

Something in his words touched a memory, 
this time a painful one. She saw Malked’s ugly 
pig-face and heard him say that Justan would 
be seeking an alliance with Basra. And then she 
heard his smarmy voice describing the terms of 
that alliance. 

“Has Basra agreed to an alliance with you?” 
she asked as fresh pain twisted through her. 

“Yes.” 

The dark blanket of sleep mercifully de- 
scended over her before the pain could blossom 
still more. 


The pain was a constant, gnawing cold lump 
inside her. She wanted to cry and couldn’t. Did 
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that mean she didn’t yet believe it? Was there 
still worse pain in store for her when she did? 

And yet, how could he have done otherwise? 
He needed Basra’s help; without it, he would 
surely lose everything. And with it, he could 
gain his life’s dream of becoming King of the 
Medyars. Could she really blame him if his love 
for her had to take second place to that? 

Besides, she’d heard enough of the history 
of his people to know that love and mar- 
riage didn’t generally go together. His father 
and grandfather had both made marriages to 
solidify their rule. Perhaps they too had loved 
other women. 

She didn’t speak to him about this, of course. 
It was too painful to be talked about now. 
When she had regained her strength, when 
she was better prepared, she would tell him 
that she understood—and she would make him 
believe that. 


Two days after the incident at the gate, she 
received her first visitors other than Justan, 
Torry and Dava. Lord Basra and his daughter 
Gesell asked to see her, and with Dava’s assis- 
tance, she bathed and dressed and prepared to 
face the man who had forced Justan into mar- 
riage and the woman who would be his bride. 

To her complete dismay, she liked them both 
instantly. Basra had lively gray eyes much like 
Justan’s and that sort of gruffness that was cal- 
culated to hide a kindly nature. He dismissed 
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her apologies about the injuries to his guards, 
saying that they needed to be “taken down a peg 
or two from time to time”. 

But it was Gesell who surprised her most. 
She’d expected the woman to be no more than 
coolly polite to her, or perhaps gloating in 
her triumph. But she was genuinely kind. She 
looked too much like her father to be conven- 
tionally pretty, but there was a certain beauty 
in her strong features that suggested a wom- 
an of considerable intelligence and strength 
of will. 

She was also clearly very happy, and her 
happiness was a knife thrust into Rozlynd’s 
ever-present pain. She had gained what she'd 
always wanted, while Rozlynd had lost what 
she’d known only too late she wanted. 

Justan came in while they were there. Gesell 
seemed to regard him with an almost sisterly 
sort of affection, and he treated her in the same 
manner. Rozlynd found this a bit strange, but 
then reminded herself that they'd known each 
other all their lives. 

When Basra and Gesell took their leave, 
Justan lingered behind. But Rozlynd knew she 
was in danger of breaking into tears, so she told 
him she was very tired. Then, after he had gone, 
those pent-up tears flowed until she fell at last 
into a troubled sleep. 


Several hours later, shortly after she awoke 
to a fresh bout of tears, Torry bounded into 
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her room excitedly, followed by a more sedate 
Dava. ; 

“We're going home!” he announced happily. 

“We are?” she asked in surprise. “When?” 

“Kari says that we're leaving the day after 
tomorrow,” Dava informed her. 

She wondered why Justan had said nothing 
to her. It seemed strange that he hadn’t asked 
her how she felt about making such a trip. And 
she wondered too when his marriage would 
take place. Was Gesell accompanying him back 
_ to Katandi? 

Torry and Dava stayed to share dinner with 
her, and then Gesell came to invite them down 
to the main hall to watch some dancing. Her 
invitation included Rozlynd as well, but. she 
begged off, saying she still felt a bit tired. 

After they had gone, she began to gird herself 
for the encounter with Justan that she knew 
must be coming. She had no doubt that he had 
not mentioned his upcoming marriage because 
of her illness, and of course, he couldn’t know 
that she already knew the terms of his alliance 
with Basra. But he had to tell her soon—espe- 
cially if Gesell were accompanying them back 
to Katandi. 

By the time Justan appeared, she had suc- 
ceeded in preparing herself as well as she 
could hope to do. She would be under- 
standing and she would not cry and she 
would offer her help to him in the war to 
come. 
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Justan immediately drew her into his arms, 
but with a great effort of will, she moved away. 
“Torry tells me that we're leaving for Katandi 
the day after tomorrow.” 

He looked more uncomfortable than she’d 
ever seen him, and her heart ached for him 
as much as for herself. 

“Uh, yes. I'd intended to talk to you about it 
tonight. I suppose Kari must have told him.” 

He paused, and she saw pain in his eyes. 
Unconsciously, she stiffened against the words 
she knew were coming. 

“I must return, and Torry and Dava are wel- 
come to accompany me—but you will stay here. 
It’s too soon for you to travel.” 

“Is Gesell accompanying you?” she asked in 
a toneless voice. 

He frowned. “No, of course not. Why would 
you think that?” 

She’d wanted to make it easier for him, but 
his seeming denial of the marriage made her 
angry. 

“Justan, at least show me the courtesy of 
being honest. Malked told me the terms of your 
alliance with Basra. I know that you intend to 
marry her.” 

She spoke the last words much more softly 
as she gained control over her anger. But he 
just stared at her as though she’d suddenly 
gone mad. 

“And you accept that?” he asked incredu- 
lously. “After saying that you love me and 
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knowing that you’re—” He stopped sudden- 
ly, then reached for her. She struggled, but 
he held her firmly and lifted her face to 
meet his. 

“How could you believe that I’d marry her, 
when I've told you that I love you and want to 
Marry you?” 

“But you said that you’d made an alliance 
with Basra,” she protested weakly, feeling dizzy 
with hope. 

“I have made an alliance with Basra, but it 
doesn’t include marrying Gesell.” 

He held her close and began to stroke his fin- 
gers down her spine as his lips pressed against 
her brow. “If I'd known you were thinking that, 
I would have explained it before, but I thought 
you were being distant with me because you 
weren't feeling well.” 

After preparing for the worst, Rozlynd was 
having trouble accepting that her preparations 
had been in vain. 

“But Gesell seems so happy, and Malked said 
that she’s always loved you.” 

“We've known each other all our lives, 
dearest. Yes, I suppose she thought she loved 
me. But now she’s found someone—and that’s 
why she’s happy. I told Basra about us, and 
I think I have talked him into accepting the 
man she loves. If she’s happy, it’s because of 
that.” 

He looked down at her with a wry smile. “In 
fact, Basra thinks we’re made for each other. He 
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says I’m far too arrogant and that with you, I’ve 
finally met my match.” 

She buried her face in his chest and began 
to cry softly. He swept her up into his arms 
and carried her over to the bed, then laid her 
down gently and licked away her salty tears 
before bringing his mouth to hers with barely 
controlled passion. 

“I want you,” he murmured. “Is it too soon? 
Do you feel well enough? I'll be very careful.” 

She smiled and touched his lips with a finger. 
“Please don’t be too careful.” 

He was, though. He undressed her very slow- 
ly, caressing every inch of exposed flesh with 
his fingers and mouth until she lay naked in 
the bed, her skin aching from his touch and 
heated by the desire that throbbed and pulsed 
and grew ever stronger. 

But he took no care with his own clothing, 
flinging it off impatiently and then joining her 
on the bed with a deep groan as hunger met 
need and the wildness took them both. 

Their mouths tasted each other and their 
fingers found all the well-remembered secrets. 
They were caught between the desire to take it 
slowly, to savor the seduction of flesh to flesh, 
and the pounding, driving need to be joined in 
celebration of their love. 

When he lifted her and slid into her, it felt to 
her as though that space had never been empty, 
that he’d been there all along, part of her. She 
arched to him and parried his thrusts and their 
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bodies dueled erotically until the loving battle 
ended in a shattering victory for them both. 

In the gentle aftermath, they lay entwined, 
shrouded by the tenderness that was exposed 
in the wake of passion, whispering feelings that 
needed no words. Then Justan raised himself 
up and surprised her by covering her stomach 
with featherlight kisses. His tongue dipped into 
her navel and she laughed at the tickling sen- 
sation. After a few moments, he lifted his head 
and looked at her with a puzzled frown. 

“You don’t know, do you?” he asked softly. 

“Know what?” she asked, annoyed to feel that 
fear returning—especially now, when she had 
thought it gone forever. 

He sat up and ran a hand through the thick 
hair that her fingers had grasped only moments 
ago in the heat of passion. 

“I thought women always knew these things.” 

“Knew what things?” she asked, even as the 
answer began to dawn slowly. The sickness in 
the mornings, those pains. Her hand flew to her 
stomach even as he confirmed it. 

“You're going to have our child,” he said, his 
voice soft and his eyes filled with a gentleness 
and love that took her breath away. 

“TI knew it that night we made love for the first 
time—in the tower,” he told her with a smile as 
he laid his hand over hers. 

“How could you possibly have known?” she 
bristled, embarrassed that he could have known 
and she didn't. 
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“I just knew it. I know you still don't believe 
that Dammai magic has touched me—but it 
has.” 

She smiled. “I believe it now. But, Justan, the 
trip here and my going hungry and those pains 
I had—” 

She trailed off, terrified that the child would 
be lost before it could be born. 

“That’s why you must stay here and rest,” he 
said, bending to kiss her. 

“But you will need my magic to defend 
Katandi,” she protested. 

“Not when it means risking your life or the 
child’s. With Basra’s help, I can defeat Malked 
and Trevor, while you remain safe here.” 

Rozlynd said nothing—but she didn't believe 
him. 


Basra insisted upon celebrating the alliance 
with Justan with a great banquet the next 
evening—the night before Justan’s departure. 
When Rozlynd protested that she would far 
rather have spent the evening alone with 
Justan, he explained that such a celebration 
was “politically important”, however much he 
would rather be alone with her. 

“Why is it important?” she asked, far from 
convinced. 

“Because both Malked and Trevor have 
agents here, and this will send a message 
to them both that may give them second 
thoughts.” 
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When she continued to frown, Justan laughed 
and drew her into his arms. “Even for a Dammai 
sorceress,” he teased, “there are things to learn - 
about ruling. Magic is not enough, my love— 
which is undoubtedly why the powers contained 
in the obelisk decided that I should sit on that 
throne as well.” 

He kissed her knitted brows. “We should be 
able to slip away early. Basra will understand.” 

But her frown remained. “I don’t intend to go 
to the banquet.” 

“Oh?” He looked concerned. “Aren’t you feel- 
ing well?” 

“It isn’t that,” she admitted. “I know that 
Basra doesn’t blame me for what happened 
at the gate, but I doubt that his men will be 
so understanding.” 

“All the more reason you must go, then. It’s 
important for people to see you—and that 
they see us together. That too will get back 
to Malked and Trevor.” 

So she went, although not happily. As she 
entered the great hall on Justan’s arm, a 
charged silence fell on the large crowd gathered 
there. Rozlynd could feel the intensity of their 
stares and could sense as well the fear in many 
of them. By now, there could not be anyone in 
Tazged who hadn’t heard about her encounter 
with the guards, and she had little doubt that 
it had probably been exaggerated in the telling 
and retelling. No doubt there were probably 
those who belived that she had single-handedly 
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defeated Basra’s entire garrison. 

Still, she was totally unprepared for Basra’s 
announcement. 

He began by stating formally his intention to 
ally himself with Justan against their “common 
enemies”. But then he stunned her by going on 
to state his support for Justan’s claim to the 
long vacant throne of the Dammai, “together 
with his Dammai queen”. 

Rozlynd kept her expression neutral and 
somehow managed to resist the temptation 
to turn to Justan, but a sudden stillness on 
his part suggested to her that he too had not 
expected this. 

Justan rose to thank Basra for his aid and 
his support and to promise an end once and 
for all to the wars that had kept the lands of 
the Medyars bathed in blood since the days of 
Kargan. 

Then she was surprised once more as he 
began to talk about the tower and the obelisk 
and the light that now shone forth again with 
the return of the Dammai to their ancient 
home. The assemblage stared from him to her 
in a stunned silence. 

After he had finished and the servants were 
scurrying about to bring the first course, Roz- 
lynd turned to Justan. But before she could 
even ask her question, he shook his head. 

“No, I didn’t know,” he said, his voice low 
as he leaned close to her. “Basra has always 
enjoyed the dramatic. No doubt he made up 
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his mind days ago, but chose to keep it secret 
until now.” 

“But I don’t understand,” she said, thinking 
wryly that that particular phrase was pour- 
ing from her lips all too often these days. 
“This means that he is willing to give up his 
power?” 

“Not necessarily. There will be lengthy nego- 
tiations about just how much power is to be 
retained by the lords. In fact, if I know Basra, 
he'll still be negotiating that at the moment he 
dies.” 

“Is he still objecting to Gesell’s marriage?” 

Justan smiled. “That’s why he’s willing to sup- 
port me for king. He'll agree to the marriage 
because Jl be king.” 

“Well be king and queen, Justan. I think 
you'd better start getting used to that.” 

His gray eyes glinted with amusement and he 
inclined his head in a brief acknowledgment of 
that fact. 

“Basra is right, you know. You are arrogant, 
Justan.” 

“I’m sure I can look forward to a lifetime of 
being reminded of that,” he said, taking her 
hand and bringing it briefly to his lips. 

But even as the festivities proceeded, Roz- 
lynd’s thoughts turned to what lay between 
this time and the peace Justan had spoken of. 
Despite his statement that Malked and Trevor 
might change their minds when they knew that 
Basra had allied himself with Justan, she didn’t 
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think he believed it would be that easy. 

Just thinking about Malked made her shud- 
der with disgust. If there was one thing she 
had learned about that loathsome character, 
it was that he would fight until the very end, 
not caring how many men died or how much 
his people suffered. 

She had once thought much the same thing 
about Justan, but she knew now that, while he 
might be forced to send men to their deaths, he 
did not hold life to be cheap. Proud as he was, 
he would. surrender before he would see his 
people destroyed—although if that meant sur- 
rendering to Malked, they would be destroyed 
anyway, if somewhat more slowly. 

When at last the many courses had been 
served and devoured with gusto and the danc- 
ing began, Justan pushed back his chair and 
helped her to her feet. Then he led her out of 
the hall through a doorway concealed within 
the heavy drapes that hung behind the dais. 
As soon as they were alone in the hallway, he 
drew her into his arms and his mouth closed 
hungrily over hers. 

She arched to him, straining to get beyond 
the confines of their elaborate formal clothing. 
The tension had been building in them both as 
they were forced to sit there under the gaze of 
several hundred people, and she was as hungry 
for his touch as he was for hers. 

They barely made it back to the privacy of 
their quarters before the heat of their passion 
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burst into flames. A trail of hastily discarded 
clothing lined the path to the bedchamber, 
where they fell together onto the bed, locked 
in an embrace. 

There were no leisurely explorations of each 
other, no slow stoking of the fires. Their hunger 
had a desperate edge this night as each of them 
thought of the long separation ahead after so 
brief a time together. 

Justan rolled over onto his back and to her 
surprise, drew her on top of him. His eyes 
glittered with silver fire. “Take me,” he ordered 
huskily. “Make me feel whole again.” 

So she took him into herself, moving rhyth- 
mically and moaning with pure pleasure as she 
felt him deep within her, filling that throbbing 
space that was his alone. 

A wildness came over her as she abandoned 
herself to the joys of love, arching back against 
his drawn-up knees as his hands roamed freely 
over her. The explosion of ecstasy came too 
quickly and she tried desperately to postpone 
it and then to hold on to it. Wave after wave 
of golden fire poured through her and over her 
even as he shuddered beneath her and poured 
himself into her. 

His arms were trembling as he drew her for- 
ward and took first one nipple and then the 
other into his mouth, tormenting the hard- 
ened nubs and sending still more shock waves 
through her. 

Then he lifted her off him and settled her 
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against him and his hand slid down to her 
belly. The smile on his face was the gentlest 
she’d ever seen. 

“I haven't told you how happy I am about the 
baby,” he said, his voice husky with emotion. 
Then he searched her face carefully. 

“You're happy as well, aren't you?” 

She nodded. But her happiness was due in 
large part to his pleasure. She wanted children, 
but she could not help thinking that this was 
not the time for her to be pregnant. 

Still, it was easy to set aside those thoughts 
as they lay there and talked quietly in that 
special language of lovers who are still in awe 
of the life their love has created. And when the 
talk had run out, their passion had begun to 
flare up again, burning more softly this time 
and allowing them to move slowly from gentle 
kisses and caresses to the ultimate unity. 


Neither of them had thought that their part- 
ing would be so difficult because both of them 
had engaged in self-deception. By the time 
Rozlynd had fully regained her strength, Justan 
would have deait with Malked and Trevor in 
one way or another—or so they had told them- 
selves and each other. 

But now, standing in the courtyard of Basra’s 
keep on a bright morning that promised spring 
at last, all the fears they'd held at bay came 
crashing down on them. 

Each of them admitted privately what they'd 
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known but denied: that a man such as Malked 
would not be deterred by Justan’s alliance with 
Basra or even by the return of Rozlynd. 

And Justan knew what she didn’t know: that 
_ while Basra’s promise of aid was real, his army 
was not. His trained forces were excellent, but 
small in number. And of those, nearly half had 
to remain in Tazged to defend that city in case 
Malked or Trevor should decide to attack there. 
The remainder of Basra’s army was yet to be 
created, since he’d remained neutral in previ- 
ous wars. 

While Rozlynd knew nothing of this, she still 
knew, at the deepest level, that Justan was rid- 
ing into certain danger and possible defeat. And 
she also knew that her presence in Katandi was 
greatly needed. 

As men stowed their gear on the packhorses, 
then mounted, she stood there feeling help- 
less and frustrated. Torry had demanded that 
he be permitted to return to Katandi.' He 
missed his friends and even missed school. He 
was eager to take possession of his promised 
puppy. 

She very nearly changed her mind about let- 
ting him go, even though she knew he would be 
safe within the walls of the city and the keep. 
Justan had concurred in this. Katandi was far 
more impregnable than was Tazged, which had 
no walls and a much smaller force to defend it. 
Besides, he’d told her, if war came, it would not 
come to the city, but would be fought to the 
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east, along the borders of Malked’s and Justan’s 
lands. 

She hugged Torry one last time, then hugged 
Dava, too, since she had persuaded her to 
accompany Torry back to the keep, where 
Justan promised to have Raina help her settle 
into her new life. 

Finally, she turned to Justan, who stood 
beside his white stallion, wearing his public 
mask. But his eyes were glittering, perhaps with 
memories of their last night together. He raised 
a hand and stroked her cheek gently. 

“Leaving you is the hardest thing I've ever 
had to do,” he said in a low voice made hoarse 
with emotion. 

“We'll be together again soon,” she told 
him softly, summoning up some bravery of 
her own. 

He picked up her hand and carried it to his 
lips. “Soon—and forever.” 

And then he was gone, leading Torry and 
Dava and a long line of his men and those of 
Basra. They would meet the remainder of Bas- 
ra’s forces at the city’s edge, then proceed along 
the wide road that led into the mountains, to 
Katandi. 
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Rolzynd felt the mysterious pull of the obelisk 
the moment she sent her mind across the miles. 
Behind he;x closed eyes, she saw its light flare to 
brilliance, and her body began to vibrate with 
the forces of the Dammai.__ 

She lay in her bed, neither awake nor asleep, 
letting the ancient magic take her at its will. She 
had hoped to reach Justan, who should have 
been in Katandi by now, but there was no sense 
of his presence this time. 

Then her brain was pummeled with terrible 
images. She saw her beloved Katandi under 
siege, a thousand campfires lighting the night 
beyond the city’s walls. 

But before she could react to that, she saw 
another scene: a battle raging through forest- 
ed hills and valleys not yet laid bare by the 
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spring plowing. She didn’t recognize the place, 
but knew, somehow, that it was also Katandi. 
Gunfire shattered the silent forests and placid 
valleys. Horses fell. Men died or lay clinging to 
life on blood-soaked ground. 

She cried out—and it all vanished. Around 
her was only the silence of her bedchamber. 
She sat up, shaking, trying to sort out the 
meaning of the visions. Was she seeing what 
had already happened—or what would hap- 
pen in the future? Where was Justan? Was 
Torry safe? 

The low hum of energy from her contact 
with the obelisk began to fade. She lay down 
again and tried desperately to reestablish that 
magical contact. But after a few moments, she 
knew it would not happen again. 

After a largely sleepless night, she went to 
talk to Basra and told him of her visions. The 
old man frowned. She knew that he wanted to 
believe it was nothing more than a dream, but 
he'd been profoundly affected by the incident at 
his gate and could no longer discount Dammai 
magic. 

“It’s just not possible that this could have 
already happened, or be happening now,” he 
told her. “Malked and Trevor could not have 
crossed the river yet. There is only the one 
bridge and the river is far too swift at this time 
of year for an army to cross it otherwise. 

“And if they do attempt to cross, Justan and 
his men will be there to meet them, and the 
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battle will take place there.” 
“But I saw the city savrodniled as well,” 
Rozlynd reminded him. 

Basra’s frown deepened. “Malked is an evil 
man, but no one can deny that he is also a 
brilliant strategist. Furthermore, unlike Justan, 
he is willing to sacrifice his men in foolhardy 
adventures. He denies his people everything in 
order to build up his army.” 

“Then perhaps he’s found a way to get across 
the river,” Rozlynd suggested. 

Basra stood up and walked over to a huge 
map that was like the one she'd seen in Justan’s 
office at the keep. She followed him and stared 
at it as well. 

Basra pointed to a spot on the map. “Here 
are the headwaters of the river, high in the 
mountains. Then, as you can see, it flows all 
the way through their lands to the sea. It’s a 
formidable barrier.” 

“But what if Malked took his men up there, to 
the headwaters, and crossed above the river?” 

Basra shook his head. “You haven't seen that 
land, Rozlynd. I was there once, many years ago 
with Justan’s father, when we were both young 
men and full of adventure. It’s a land of steep 
cliffs and snow cover year round. No one lives 
there, and only young fools like us go there even 
in the summer. 

“Even Malked would not send his men 
that way because few of them would make 
it.? 
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“Then what I saw must be the future,” she 
said, even though she felt increasingly certain 
that she was wrong about that. 

“I must go home,” she told Basra. “In the 
past week, I have regained all my lost strength, 
and I believe that what I saw was shown to me 
because I am needed there.” 

“My dear child, I’m not holding you prison- 
er here—but should you not be thinking also 
about your baby? I would also mention Justan’s 
order that you stay here, but I doubt that carries 
much weight,” he finished with a smile. 

She returned the smile. “You're right about 
that. Justan acts out of a need to protect me, 
because he hasn't yet accepted the fact that I 
have no need of his protection.” 

Basra chuckled. “I love Justan as though he 
were my own son, but I must admit that it gives 
me pleasure to contemplate his life with you.” 
Then he sobered quickly. “But the child?” 

“I cannot believe that I would be called home 
if it meant placing our child at risk. Both Justan 
and I believe that our child was conceived for 
the purpose of bringing together the Dammai 
and the Medyars. We may not understand the 
forces contained in the obelisk, but we’re both 
very sure about that part of its purpose.” 

Basra rubbed his white beard thoughtfully. 
“Let me make some inquiries, then, to deter- 
mine the situation at Katandi. Because of the 
weather this past week, there probably hasn't 
been much traffic on the road, but there are 
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always some merchants willing to brave snow 
and rain to earn their livings.” - 

Rozlynd agreed that this seemed the best plan 
and returned to her quarters. But throughout 
the day, a sense of urgency continued to 
grow in her. Gesell came to visit her and 
when she learned of Rozlynd’s visions, she 
too became anxious. Basra had yet to for- 
mally agree to her marriage, but he had pro- 
moted Kenna, the officer Gesell loved, and had 
sent him with Justan as head of the Tazged 
forces. 

It was late into the evening of a long, frustrat- 
ing day when Basra came to Rozlynd’s quarters. 
One look at his grim expression confirmed her 
worst fears. 

“Several merchants left the city for Katandi 
at the same time Justan departed. According to 
their partners and families, they should have 
returned by now, even with the weather as bad 
as it’s been. But none has. And some Katandi 
merchants who were expected have not arrived, 
either. Coal shipments from Katandi’s mines 
are overdue as well, although that could be the 
result of the weather. The shipments coming 
now are merely meant for storage until next 
winter.” 

He tugged at his beard in a characteristic 
gesture. “The weather could be even worse in 
Katandi, of course. It’s not unknown for that 
region to have an early spring snow as severe 
as a winter storm.” 
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“I must go tomorrow,” Rozlynd said, as much 
to herself as to him. 

Basra looked at her fondly. “If you were not 
Dammai, I might consider forcing you to stay 
here. But since I have no desire to see my men 
flung about again like so many matchsticks, I 
will only caution you that a single Dammai can- 
not hope to change the course of events. And 

since I know you'll pay no attention to that, I 
- offer you some men to accompany you.” 

Rozlynd thanked him for his offer, but even 
as she did so, she knew that she had to travel 
alone. There was no logic behind this knowl- 
edge; it simply existed. 


In the predawn darkness, Rozlynd dressed 
and left her quarters quietly, making her way 
down to the big kitchen. She wasn’t certain 
what time the staff would arrive and so was 
greatly relieved to find it empty. After gather- 
ing up as much food as she could carry in a 
sack, she slipped out into the kitchen garden. It 
was a protected area, and servants had already 
plowed in preparation for spring planting. 

Staying carefully in the deepest shadows 
where she'd be less likely to be seen by roving 
guards or early risers in the keep, she found 
her way to the stables she'd visited the previous 
day with Gesell, who'd wanted to show off her 
mare’s new foal. 

Rozlynd was prepared to encounter a stable- 
boy, knowing that there must be at least one 
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who slept in the cavernous old building. But 
when she entered, no one was in sight. Gesell, 
who was apparently an accomplished rider, had 
told her they would go for a ride as soon as the 
weather cleared. Then, when Rozlynd admitted 
that she had little riding experience, her hostess 
had pointed out a gray mare stabled next to her 
own mare and said she would be perfect for 
Rozlynd. 

Rozlynd moved quietly through the dark- 
ness and found the animal. She’d been wor- 
ried about the horses themselves raising an 
alarm at her intrusion, but other than a 
few soft, questioning whickers, they remained 
quiet. 

The gray mare put her head over the 
top of the gate and stared at her placidly. 
Rozlynd reached up to stroke her forehead, 
then moved on to the rear of the stable, 
where she assumed she would find the tack 
room. And when she did, she also found the 
stableboy. 

He was asleep on a narrow cot in one cor- 
ner, a barely discernible shape beneath a pile 
of quilts. In the silence, she could even hear 
his deep, regular breathing. She hesitated for 
a moment, then walked softly over to him and 
put out her hand. 

Immediately, her hand was outlined in blue- 
white fire, and she laid it gently on the boy’s 
brow. He would sleep past his time and 
would probably be chastised for it, but she 
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could not risk his waking before she was 
gone. 

Then she gathered up a saddle from among 
the many stored there, choosing one of the 
smaller ones, and found a bridle as well. 
Carrying them back to the mare’s stall, she 
tried to reconstruct in her mind just how 
one went about saddling a horse. The few 
horses in her village had been used mostly 
for pulling plows and carts, but as a child, 
she’d ridden occasionally with her brother 
and had watched him saddle a horse many 
times. 

It proved not to be as easy as she'd hoped, 
even though the mare was quiet and as patient 
as Gesell had promised. By the time she was 
satisfied that she’d gotten the animal properly 
saddled and led her out of the stable, the sky 
was already lightening. 

She had decided to avoid the big front gate 
of the keep where she'd had her confrontation 
with the guards. The garrison was just inside 
that gate and she had no desire to fight off 
another contingent of soldiers. 

Instead, she led the mare to a small rear gate 
that she’d seen from her quarters. From what 
she'd seen, no guard was stationed there at 
night, although she knew that one must pass 
by regularly. 

The heavy wooden gate was securely bolted 
on the inside and sliding the heavy bar free 
made a great deal of noise—or so it seemed 
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to her. But no one came, and she led the 
horse through, then stopped only long enough 
to push it shut again before climbing onto the 
mare. 

By the time she reached the outskirts of 
the sprawling city, there were people up and 
about. Most of them glanced at her, but no 
one challenged her as she rode along as fast 
as she dared, her face hidden by the big hood 
of her cloak. She was wearing the once-lovely 
cloak she’d purchased in Katandi and then 
worn during her escape from Malked. Dried 
mud still clung to it and it was torn in 
several places. Its folds hid the fine sad- 
dle as well. Since she knew nothing about 
horses, she could only hope that the mare 
was not of such quality as to draw attention 
to her. 

Cold winds pushed at her from the dis- 
tant mountains as she finally reached the 
wide road that led to Katandi. She drew 
the cloak more tightly around her and let 
the mare set its own pace as they rode north 
into the teeth of a wind that still snarled 
winter. 

For the first few hours, she kept glancing 
behind her, certain that Basra would send 
men after her—not to bring her back, but to 
accompany her. She had left behind in her 
quarters a note to Basra and Gesell, thanking 
them for their hospitality and many kindnesses 
and apologizing for her hasty departure, but 
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asking that she be allowed to continue on her 
way alone. 

By afternoon, the chill of the wind had been 
moderated by the sun’s warmth. But the chill 
within her grew steadily worse. In all these 
hours, she had encountered no one traveling 
in either direction. It was possible, as Basra 
had suggested, that what lay ahead of her was 
winter—but all her instincts told her that what 
she would find were the visions she’d seen two 
nights ago. 

When dusk fell, she had almost reached the 
border of Katandi, and was greatly tempted to 
push on. But her mare was tiring from the long, 
steady uphill climb, so she stopped in the same 
small village where she'd stayed on her initial 
journey to Katandi. 

The widow who had opened her home to 
Rozlynd and Torry in that other time greeted 
her warmly and got a neighbor boy to tend to 
the mare. She was obviously curious about a 
woman traveling alone, but did not question 
Rozlynd. Rozlynd, however, had some ques- 
tions for her. 

“The road was so deserted,” Rozlynd said 
over dinner. “I would have thought that there 
would be many merchants traveling back and 
forth.” 


- 


: 


“Aye,” the woman said. “T’would generally be - 


so. But there are rumors of war in Katandi. 
Lord Justan himself passed this way not long 
ago—with a force of Tazged soldiers. And ’tis 
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said that a Dammai has returned to Katandi 
and that the light in the tower at their ancient 
keep burns again.” 

“Is there anyone here who has actually been 
to Katandi in the past week?” Rozlynd asked. 

“Aye. Several men set out, but they came back 
when they heard sounds of battle.” 

“Sounds of battle?” Rozlynd echoed. “Do you 
mean that the war is being fought nearby—on 
the road?” 

“Too near it for comfort, is what they said. 
They dinna see anything, but they heard it. 
Twould be better for ye to turn back, mis- 
tress.” 

“I cannot turn back,” Rozlynd said. “But per- 
haps I can find my way around the battle if it 
still goes on. Is there anyone here who would 
be willing to guide me? I will pay well.” 

The woman shook her head. “It’s not so 
much the battle they fear. They could find a 
way around that, y’see. But the Dammai. No 
one wants to go to Katandi if the Dammai’s 
there.” 

“Why should they fear the Dammai?” 

“They fear Dammai sorcery. ’Tis said that 
Lord Justan himself is ensorcelled by the Dam- 
mai woman.” 

Rozlynd was silent for a moment. Should she 
reveal her identity to this woman and hope 
she could change their minds—or should she 
remain silent and find her way herself? There 
were dangers on both sides, so she decided to 
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sleep on it. And in the end, events took the © 
decision from her hands. 


She awoke to daylight and the sound of gun- 
fire. It seemed very close, although she couldn't 
be sure as she shook off the webs of sleep. Then 
her hostess was pounding urgently on her door. 
Rozlynd rushed to open it, and her question 
was answered before it could be asked. 

“Me nephew says Lord Malked’s men are 
here, stealing from our warehouses. Ye must 
hide, mistress. His men will take every pretty 
woman they can find. They're as evil as their 
master.” 

“Where are they?” Rozlynd asked, retreating 
into her room to get dressed hurriedly. 

“Prob'ly still down t’the warehouses—but 
they'll come door to door like they did before, 
lookin’ for women. I’m safe enough—but ye 
aren't.” 

“Yes, lam,” Rozlynd said firmly. “Just tell me 
how to get there.” 

The woman looked at her in horror. “You'd 
go to them?” 

Rozlynd took her arm gently, guiding her 
toward the door as she spoke. “Last night, 
you said that your people fear the Dammai 
sorceress. Today, you will learn that Dammai 
magic can be used for good.” 

The woman’s expression didn’t change. “Are 
ye sayin’ that ye’re the Dammai?” 

“Yes, Iam. Now where are the warehouses?” 
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The addled woman pointed with a shaky fin- 
ger and Rozlynd hurried off, her cloak flying 
behind her as she ran down the street. A short 
distance later, she rounded a corner and heard 
more gunfire, then saw men running in her 
direction. They were villagers, and one of them 
paused long enough to warn her away, but she 
continued on. 

There were perhaps a dozen of them, busy 
emptying out the village’s warehouse and 
loading the food onto carts they'd probably 
also stolen. And they were indeed Malked’s 
men. She recognized the ugly green uniforms 
immediately. One of them dropped a sack of 
grain into a cart, then saw her as he turned. 

“Hey, lads. Look what we got here—and she’s 
comin’ to us.” 

The men all stopped their looting and gath- 
ered around their comrade. There were laughs 
and taunts and then an uneasy silence. She was 
now less than fifty feet from them, and she 
stopped. 

“Leave this village now—without your stolen 
food,” she commanded. 

Several of the men shifted about nervously, 
but a few others resumed their taunts and 
started toward her. They had set their weap- 
ons aside as they loaded the food, and Rozlynd 
decided that she’d better dispose of them first. 

She raised her hand and traced a quick rune. 
A long, thin arc of blue light curved over the 
heads of the soldiers and struck the guns where 
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they leaned against the wall of the warehouse. 
The light spread and flared around them, and 
when it died away, the guns were gone. 

The men who had been advancing on her 
stopped, and all of them turned slowly, their 
faces raised to stare at the light. Then they 
turned fearful eyes on her. 

“It’s the Dammai,” the one closest to her said, 
already beginning to stumble backward. The 
whole dozen of them appeared to be poised for 
flight. 

Rozlynd had intended to let them go, but now 
she saw that by doing so, she would only be 
allowing them to fight again. She raised her 
arm just as they all started to run toward their 
horses. 

This time, the blue fire arced up and then 
split into many parts before raining down 
on the fleeing men. For one brief moment, 
they were all frozen in place, caught in 
a haze of blue—and then they fell to the 
ground. 

Rozlynd sensed a presence behind her and 
whirled around, her arm already poised to 
strike again. Then she lowered it quickly as 
a group of villagers that included her hostess 
began to back away hastily, their faces contort- 
ed with fear. 

“Stop,” she cried. “I won’t harm you.” 

They did stop, and even began to move cau- 
tiously toward her again. She gestured to the 
men on the ground. 
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“They aren't dead, but they'll sleep for some 
time. Is there a place where you can lock 
them up until Lord Basra’s men can take them 
away?” 

An older man stepped forward. “Yes, milady. 
We can lock them in the stockade. And we 
thank ye for yer assistance. They would’ve taken 
all our food and worse.” 

Rozlynd smiled at him. “The only thanks I 
require is that you no longer fear the Dammai. 
And I would also be grateful for the help of 
someone to guide me to Katandi, since I believe 
the road may be too dangerous.” 

The man’s glance slid from her to the group 
of unconscious men, and she knew he was 
thinking that she could not fear anything. But 
the truth was that she still didn’t know the lim- 
its of her power, and had no desire to ride into 
the middle of a battle. 

A tall, handsome youth of perhaps eighteen 
or nineteen stepped forth and bowed to her. 
“I'd be pleased to guide you, milady. My name’s 
Dannet Manning and I was born in Katandi.” 

“Manning?” Rozlynd echoed, only now realiz- 
ing why the youth had looked vaguely familiar. 
“Are you related to Captain Hallen Manning?” 

The youth smiled proudly. “He’s my uncle, 
milady.” 

Rolzynd gave him a warm smile. “I should 
be very pleased to have you as a guide then, 
Dannet. Your uncle and your Aunt Raina are 
very dear friends.” 
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A short time later, Rozlynd and Dannet rode 
out of the village. Dannet had said farewell to 
a tearful older woman and Rozlynd asked who 

she was. 

“My grandmother, milady. My father died in 
a hunting accident when I was very young, and 
then I lived in Katandi with my mother. Then 
she died last year and I came here because my 
grandmother needed me. I wanted to go back 
to Katandi to join up with Lord Justan’s army, 
but she didn’t want me to go.” He paused and 
gave her a grin that made him look even more 
like Hallen. 

“You gave me an excuse, you see. She 
couldn't complain now, when you saved the 
village.” 

Rozlynd laughed. “I think there is much of 
Hallen in you, and I’m sure that Hallen and 
Justan will welcome you.” 

Dannet proved to be a valuable guide. As soon 
as they left the village, he told her that he’d been 
out several times to see where the battle was 
being fought—hoping, he admitted honestly, to 
find his uncle and join the Katandi forces. 

He told her that they should be safe enough 
on the road for a time, and so they were. Sever- | 
al times, they heard gunfire that sounded very 
close to Rozlynd, but Dannet said that was not 
the case. 

“The hills and valleys make things sound 
close when they're not,” he told her, then 
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pointed off to their left. “I think they're prob- 
ably fighting over beyond that mountain.” 

He said that he’d seen Malked’s forces, and 
once, he’d seen Katandi soldiers, but he hadn’t 
seen any of Trevor's men. Rozlynd told him 
about her visions and about Basra’s belief that 
she must have been seeing into the future, 
since neither Malked nor Trevor could have 
yet crossed the swollen river. 

“But they have,” the youth insisted. “I don't 
know how they did it—but they’re here.” 

Then, late in the day, gunfire erupted again— 
and this time, Rozlynd knew it wasn’t far ahead 
of them. Dannet turned his horse off the road, 
plunging down a steep ravine. She followed, 
letting her mare pick her way down through 
the rocks while she concentrated on staying in 
_ the saddle. 

They reached the bottom of the ravine and 
followed a small stream for some distance. The 
sounds of battle continued unabated behind 
them and then suddenly they could hear still 
more gunfire ahead of them. To Rozlynd’s ears, 
it sounded as though it was coming from just 
beyond the next hill, but Dannet estimated that 
it was still some distance away. 

As they rode along, sometimes in the stream 
itself and sometimes on the mossy bank, 
Dannet began hesitantly to ask her about 
her magic. She told him what she knew— 
and what she didn’t know. He shook his head 
in bemusement. 


365 


Saranne Dawson 


“It may be that you don’t yet know how much ’ 


power you have, but even so, you can kill more 
men if need be than I can kill with my rifle.” 

“I don’t want to use my powers that way, 
Dannet,” she said unhappily. “But if we are 
attacked, I will have no choice. If I do no more 
than put them to sleep, they will awake to fight 
again.” 

“Malked’s men deserve no pity, milady,” Dan- 
net said bitterly. “And theyll get none from 
me. 

“They are ordinary men, Dannet—no worse 
than you. It’s their leader who should be shown 
no pity.” 

“But they follow him. And if you hadn't been 
there, they would have laid waste to our village 
and raped all the women. That wasn’t Lord 
Malked.” 

“No,” she admitted. “But Malked is the one 
who controls their behavior.” 


He acknowledged the truth of that. “Lord. 


Justan’s men would never do such things be- 
cause they'd have to answer to him if they 
did.” 

Their conversation was cut short by more 
gunfire. Dannet reined in sharply, lifting his 
head to stare at the steep hill beside them. 

“I'm going to go up there and see what’s going 
on,” he told her, then vaulted from his saddle 
and handed the reins over to her. 

She waited and watched as he scrambled up 
the steep hill, then disappeared from view in 
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the thick fir forest that crowned the hill. The 
gunfire seemed to be coming at them from 
all sides now, although she admitted that she 
might be hearing echoes. 

She had just begun to worry about Dannet 
when he came stumbling and sliding back 
down the hill. 

“They're fighting in the next valley. I think 
we'll have to wait here until dark, then try to 
find the Katandi camp. We need to find out 
where Malked’s troops are before we try to go 
on to the city.” 

So they waited beside the stream as the light 
faded and the gunfire died down. Dannet ate 
lustily, but Rozlynd barely choked down a piece 
of bread. Until now, she had not really feared 
for Justan’s life—but with each shot, her fears 
escalated. She was sure that he must be out 
there somewhere, because if he’d been in the 
city, she would have been able to reach out 
to him. 

To take her mind off the sounds of battle, 
she asked Dannet questions about himself, then 
told him about her capture by and escape from 
Malked. 

“This Dava must be very brave,” Dannet said 
when she’d finished. 

“She is,” Rozlynd confirmed, thinking how 
much she liked this young man and how he was 
about Dava’s age. When this was all over... 

Her thoughts were cut off by the sound of 
men’s voices and the whinnying of horses. 
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Dannet jumped up and grabbed the reins of his © 
horse, motioning her to follow him. They led 
the horses a short distance down the stream, 
then turned off into a sort of hole in the steep ~ 
bank, a small space surrounded on three sides 
by rocks and the hill. Dannet put his hands over 
his horse’s mouth and she did the same. The 
voices grew ever closer, until she was afraid to 
breathe for fear of discovery. Then at last, they 
began to fade away. 

“Torondis,” Dannet whispered, confirming 
her own thoughts about their accents. “But I 
don’t know if they're retreating, or just looking 
for a campsite.” 

They talked over their situation and agreed 
that their best chance would be to go in the 
opposite direction from the Torondis in the 
hope that they would come upon the Katandi 
forces. 

Riding through the woods at night was a 
slow, difficult process, despite a bright half- 
moon and a sky full of stars. But at last they 
crested a hill and saw below them a valley filled 
with campfires. 

“Are they Katandi?” Rozlynd asked, as they 
crouched in the woods at the top of the hill. 

“I don’t know. We'll have to get closer to be 
sure.” 

Then Dannet’s horse whickered softly, and at 
the same time, two men appeared behind them, 
rifles held at the ready. In the darkness of the 
woods, Rozlynd could not make out the colors 
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of their uniforms and did the only thing she 
could do. 

The forest was briefly illumined by blue fire 
and the men dropped heavily to the ground. 
She and Dannet ran over to them. 

“Katandi!” he said, reaching them first. 

“Thank goodness I only put them to sleep, 
then,” Rozlynd replied. 

“Do you think you could awaken them 
again?” Dannet asked, looking at them doubt- 
_ fully. “We'd be safer if they could lead us into 
the camp.” 

Rozlynd could certainly see the wisdom of 
that, so she knelt beside the two men as Dannet 
took their rifles away. She touched the brow of 
each man lightly. The sparks that flew from her 
fingers this time created nothing more than a 
pale glow, but within seconds, the men began 
to move sluggishly. 

They scrambled to their feet, looking for their 
weapons and then focusing on Dannet, who 
had leveled his rifle at them. Rozlynd threw 
back the hood of her cloak. 

“We're friends, not enemies. Please take us to 
your camp.” 

The men were still groggy, but one of them 
fixed his gaze on her, then made a sound of 
surprise. “Ye’re the Dammai!” 

“That’s right—and this is Captain Hallen’s 
nephew.” 

The man turned his gaze to Dannet and nod- 
ded. “Aye. I can see the likeness now.” 
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“Did ye use yer magic on us, then?” the other 
man asked fearfully. 

“I just put you to sleep for a few moments,” 
Rozlynd assured him as Dannet returned the 
men’s weapons. 

“Is Lord Justan down there?” she asked 
hopefully, gesturing toward the valley where 
campfires dotted the night. 

“No, milady. His Lordship’s fightin’ way over 
t'the east, near t’'the river. Cap’n Hallen’s in 
charge here.” 

“Then please take us to him,” she replied, 
stifling her disappointment. 

The men led them down into the valley and 
through the groups of soldiers scattered around 
campfires. As they reached the center of the 
encampment, they came upon the wounded. 
Men wearing white armbands were moving 
among them, trying to tend the wounds, and 
one of them looked up as they passed by. 

“The Dammai!” he said, staring at her with 
awe. 

Rozlynd stopped. “I will return to help 
you as soon as I speak to Captain Man- 
ning.” 

And as she hurried on, she heard her name 
being passed from man to man in low tones of 
hope. 

Then she saw Hallen’s familiar figure as he 
stood with a small group of men near one of the 
fires. His back was to her, but someone must 
have told him of their approach, because he 
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turned with a quizzical expression that quickly 
became one of recognition. 

“Rozlynd—and Dannet!” 

He hurried to them and cupped her shoul- 
ders. “What are you doing here? Justan said 
you were safe in Tazged.” 

“Tm needed here. What do you know of 
Justan?” 

They sat down at the fire and drank strong 
tea as Hallen filled them in. He’d had no word 
of Justan, who was fighting Malked’s main 
force not far from the river. Hallen and his 
men had been cut off from them for sever- 
al days, and he feared that Trevor's forces 
had probably surrounded Katandi, although 
he hastened to assure her that they couldn't 
take the city. 

“The problem is that the rest of our troops 
are there and can’t leave. If we had them, we’d 
make short work of Malked and Trevor.” 

“But how did they get across the river?” 
Dannet asked before she could. 

“They built a dam upriver,” Hallen said in 
a disgusted tone that was nonetheless tinged 
with respect. “They must have started to work 
on it last summer. So it held back most of the 
snowmelt and made the river no worse to cross 
than it is in the summer. We weren't warned 
because we had only a small force on our 
side of the river, just a few dozen men at 
the bridge. Malked’s men overpowered them 
quickly enough.” 
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“Hallen, I must get back to Katandi. Then — 
I can defend the city so the men there can 
join you.” 

Hallen looked at her doubtfully. “Justan isn’t 
going to like that idea.” 

“He isn’t here,” she stated succinctly. “And 
this decision is mine.” 

Hallen’s gaze locked with hers, and then he 
nodded slowly. “It’s the only way. Without 
those men, I don’t think we can make it. The 
rest of Basra’s army won't be here for weeks yet 
and we won't be able to hold out that long.” 

“Can you get me into the city?” she asked, 
wondering if there was any way she could take 
herself there. She’d made that one strange jour- 
ney to the tower, but that had been from inside 
the keep, and her instincts told her she couldn't 
do it again. 

Hallen nodded. “I can get you in the same 
way you got out.” 

“What do you mean?” she sched 

He explained about the tunnel, and she real- 
ized that she’d stopped wondering about how 
she’d been taken from the city. 

“I assume you can handle Tomas and the 
others if need be,” Hallen stated dryly. 

She smiled. “I hope he tries to stop me.” 

Then she went to help tend the wounded, 
while Hallen sent his aide to find the men who'd 
been with Justan and him when they'd discov- 


ered the mouth of the cave. 
¥ * * 
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It was midday when they found the cave. 
Hallen had issued orders that the men were 
to stay with her until she reached the keep, 
even though she knew that wasn’t necessary. 
The closer they came to Katandi, the more she 
felt the Dammai power flowing through her. 
And when they came into sight of the tower, 
the light had suddenly flared up so brightly 
that it was clearly visible even in the sunlight. 
Rozlynd hoped that Trevor’s army saw it and 
were already having second thoughts about lay- 
ing siege to the city. 

They hobbled the horses and let them graze 
on the new spring grass, then entered the cave. 
One of the men lit a torch, but it quickly went 
out in the wind that whistled through the dank 
cavern. He started to light it again, but Rozlynd 
stopped him. 

She traced a quick rune and a spherical blue 
light appeared just ahead of them. The men 
stared at it, but followed after her as she fol- 
lowed the light. Before long, the natural walls 
of the cavern had given way to man-made stone 
walls. 

No one had any idea how long the tunnel 
was, but they began to grow concerned when 
they had walked for what seemed quite a long 
distance and still saw no light ahead. One of the 
men worried aloud that the priests might have 
blocked the entrance again. 

Then the light stopped and hovered in the air 
about thirty feet in front of them—and beyond 
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it they could see a stone wall. 

The men circled warily around the sphere of 
light and began to examine it, but Rozlynd told 
them to stand aside. An arc of blue light shot 
from her hand and illuminated the wall, and 
the stones crumbled to dust. They walked into 
the temple. 

The vast cellars were empty, but when they 
had made their way up to the main floor, they 
heard voices. The men aimed their rifles—just 
as a trio of priests came around the corner. 

Rozlynd glared at them. “Take us to Tomas.” 

Whether they were frightened of her or of her 
armed escort, Rozlynd didn’t know and didn't 
much care. At the moment, she was too busy 
trying to talk herself out of reducing the high 
priest to dust like the wall in the cellar. 

A few moments later, she was face-to-face 
with Tomas. Her anger dissolved into contempt 
at the sight of the terrified, pitiful old man. 

“You betrayed me, Tomas,” she stated coldly. 
“I know that and Justan knows it as well. I never 
gave you cause to hate me, although I’m greatly 
tempted to do so now. It would give me great 
pleasure to bring this temple down around your 
ears.” 

“B—but, milady—’” 

She made a dismissive gesture that left him 
actually trembling. “These men will escort me 
back to the keep and then return with more 
men and supplies. You will not stop them—do 
you understand that?” 
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He nodded mutely. 

“IT have no intention of interfering with you 
and your priests as long as you stop spreading 
lies about me. But if you continue, all of you 
and this temple will become nothing more than 
a pile of dust.” 


Rozlynd stood before the obelisk, her eyes 
narrowed to slits against the brilliant light. 
“Show me that he is safe,” she whispered. “I 
must know.” 

_ For a moment, nothing changed. But then 
the light began to swirl around her in dizzying 
fashion. She had that strange floating sensation 
again and the light was swallowed up in a cold 
darkness that felt like death. 

“No!” she cried aloud, and abruptly, she could 
see lights ahead of her: campfires. 

Her feet touched solid ground and she felt 
the chill of the night air, all the colder after the 
warmth of the tower. Men’s voices floated to 
her as her eyes became accustomed to the dark- 
ness. She started to walk toward the campfires, 
then stopped as she heard shouts of surprise. 

Ahead of her, a group of men had gathered 
around a fire. All of them were getting quickly 
to their feet, but she saw only the tall figure 
who had just begun to turn toward her. 

“Justan!” she cried, pouring all her fears and 
all her love into that one word. 

He came toward her slowly, as though still 
doubting that she was there. No doubt she did 
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look like an apparition, she thought, clad as 
she was only in a pale gown. The air was cold 
against her skin, but she felt a familiar heat stir- 
ring inside, spreading desire through her like a 
wildfire. 

She reached out to him and he took her hand. 
Then, assured that she was in fact there, he 
swept her into his arms, paying no heed to the 
men who stood there gaping at them. 

“I don’t know how long I can stay here,” she 
said, holding to him tightly. 

“But how did you get here?” he asked, obvi- 
ously still stunned at her sudden appearance. 

She explained quickly, watching the rapid 
play of emotions across his heavily bearded 
face. Then, when she had finished, she laid a 
finger across his lips. 

“Don't waste this time berating me, Justan.” 

His lips stretched into a smile beneath her 
fingers and he drew her off into the darkness, 
away from the men and the fires. 

As soon as they were alone, their mouths 
and hands reached greedily for each other, driv- 
en by a hunger that was beyond their control. 
Justan had removed his cloak to cover her, and 
now he took it from her shoulders and made a 
bed for them. 

Still half-dressed, they came together in a 
frenzy as she arched to meet him and he 
thrust into her almost painfully. It was not a 
gentle coming-together, but both of them knew 
that if tenderness was lacking in their union, it 


376 


: 


Awakenings 


remained in their hearts. 

When it was over, he covered her face with 
kisses and worried aloud that he might have 
hurt her or the baby. 

“I didn’t think I could go on needing you so 
badly,” he said huskily. “Are you sure I haven't 
hurt you?” 

“Tm not hurt, Justan. With your typical arro- 
gance, you seem to assume that I couldn't pos- 
sibly need you as badly as you say you need 
me. 

He chuckled softly and kissed her again, then 
wrapped the big cloak around them both. And 
now, with the fires temporarily stoked, they 
held each other and kissed and stayed warm 
in the circle of their love. 

Rozlynd was just beginning to drift off to 
sleep when that floating sensation stole over 
her. She protested, then heard his protest as 
from a great distance—and a moment later, 
she was back in the tower and bathed in the 
brilliant light of the obelisk. 

She started to cry, wanting only to be back 
with him again. But as she stared at the obelisk, 
she saw it flare still brighter—and then watched 
as something formed within it. 

Her sobs ceased as the image took form slow- 
ly, then became as clear as reality itself. She 
saw the two of them, dressed formally and 
wearing their matching Val-Dammais as they 
sat on ornate golden thrones. 

The image lasted for only a moment, then 
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faded slowly, but Rozlynd knew that she had 4 
been given a glimpse into the future this time. _ 
She’d never seen the throne room, because the 
doors had remained closed since the Dammai 
had left Katandi. Justan had told her that no 
one had been able to open them in the century 
since. But she knew now that they would open 
again, and she wished that he were here to 
share the vision with her. 

Or had he seen it as well? As she continued to 
stare into the obelisk, she became certain that 
he had. 


Rozlynd stood on the city’s outer wall, sur- 
rounded by Justan’s officers who'd been left in 
charge of the city. Far below them, Trevor's 
army was massed in the plain beyond the gates. 

“What are those things?” she asked, point- 
ing to strange-looking cylinders on wheels that 
were being rolled into place in a line. 

“They're cannons, milady,” the senior officer 
told her. “We have them as well.” 

He showed her more of the ugly weapons 
mounted on the top of the wide wall. “They fire 
large, heavy iron balls, and if enough of them 
strike the wall in the same area, it could fall.” 

“Then they must be stopped,” she said, and 
lifted her hand. 

The men moved away from her quickly, but 
Rozlynd was barely aware of their hasty retreat 
as she raised her other arm. And this time, 
as blue fire leapt from her fingers, she saw 
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for a moment in her mind’s eye the figures 
on the ancient tapestry doing just as she was 
doing now. 

The blue bolts arced into the heavens, then 
split and split again and rained down on the 
cannons. And when the light was gone, all that 
remained were small mounds of black amidst 
the soft green of the spring grass. 

Then she started nervously as loud booms 
filled the air and reverberated through the 
stone wall beneath her feet. For a moment, 
she thought it was something she had done, 
but she saw flames and puffs of smoke pour 
from the cannons mounted on the wall. 

Below them, men were shouting and run- 
ning and she saw some flung into the air as 
the cannonballs struck. And then the shooting 
began as more men ran forward with tall lad- 
ders and tried to brace them against the city’s 
walls. 

What followed was remembered better by 
Katandi’s other defenders than by Rozlynd. It 
was said that she simply disappeared from one 
spot on the wall, only to turn up somewhere 
else. Blue flames surrounded the ladders and 
they dissolved. Bolts struck men as they tried 
to ram the city’s gate. Then the defenders them- 
selves opened the gate and poured out to rout 
the last of Trevor's fleeing troops. Trevor him- 
self was trampled to death by the horses of his 
fleeing men. 

Rozlynd was on the wall near the gate when 
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she felt her powers begin to ebb, leaving a bone- — 
deep weariness in her. As she came slowly out 
of her trance and looked around, she was beth 
horrified and proud. But most important of all, 
she knew, as she turned to face the lighted tow- 
er, that this would never happen again. 


Justan leaned back in the big tub, luxuriating 
in his first real bath in weeks as he rubbed 
' his newly shaven chin. In the past when he'd 
come home from war, he’d felt lost somehow, 
as though a part of him remained in battle—or 
wanted to be. 

But it was different this time, and he knew 
the name of that difference: Rozlynd. He’d heard 
from others the story of how she'd defended 
Katandi almost single-handedly, and while he 
was certain that some of it was exaggeration, 
he couldn't dispute the basic facts. 

Neither could he deny that without her help, 
he would almost certainly have been defeated. 
Accepting that wasn’t easy, but to deny it would 
be foolish. 

Of course, she too had been forced to accept 
something that couldn’t sit easily on her mind. 
For one brief moment in time, she had been a 
warrior, calling down the wrath of the Dammai 
on those who would have seized her heritage. 

And a bit of that warrior had still been in her 
eyes when she'd welcomed him home a short 
time ago. Her first question had been about 
Malked and the fierceness in her eyes had made 
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him glad that he wasn’t his old enemy. It was 
clear to him that she had wanted to put an end 
to Malked herself, or, failing that, to know that 
he had dispatched the man. He almost regretted 
having to tell her that Malked had been killed 
by his own men, after ordering them into a 
suicidal charge. 

The next days or even weeks could be difficult 
for them, Justan thought. Part of him might 
still be out there on the battlefield, and part 
of her might still be a Dammai warrior. They 
both had adjustments to make. Reaching your 
lifelong goal was a strangely mixed blessing. 

He heard the sound of the door opening and 
turned lazily to see her enter the room witha cer- 
tain hesitancy. He thought how little they really 
knew of each other after these few months, since 
they'd oth been so busy wrestling with their 
own demons. And yet, in less than a half-year 
now, they would have a child. 

He smiled at her and stretched out a sudsy 
hand. “Join me.” 

She continued to hesitate and he asked her 
what was wrong. “Is it Torry? Is he angry 
because we want to spend this evening alone?” 
He'd seen Torry, of course, but only briefly. 

She shook her head. “He says that he under- 
stands. In fact, I think maybe he understands 
all too well. He asked if we were planning to 
make another baby.” 

Justan roared with laughter. “He’s been 
spending too much time with the dogs. He 
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probably thinks we're going to have a litter.” 

She allowed a small smile to curve her full 
lips, but her eyes remained serious. “He’s too 
young to be... thinking about such things.” 

“Nonsense. He’s nearly eleven and I know for 
a fact that i was thinking about ‘such things’ at 
that age. He probably has his eye on some little 
girl already.” 

“Justan, you're not being much help! What if 
he gains his powers soon, and then uses them 
to... to seduce some child?” 


: 


He rested his head against the top of the tub | 


and chuckled. “I guess it’s a good thing I’m not 
Dammai and had only my natural charm going 
for me.” 

Then, seeing that she was not about to be 
teased out of this, he grew serious. “I'll have 
a talk with him, I promise. Now can we con- 
centrate on us for a while?” 

She nodded and relaxed at last, then smiled 
at him. “From what I've heard about your past, 
I'm not sure I want you talking to him.” 

“The past is the past,” he said, locking his 
gaze with hers. “Let’s consider the future: the 
immediate future, that is. Are you going to join 
me before the water cools?” 

She didn’t reply, but her fingers moved to 
the buttons of her gown. Justan settled down 
into ithe tub as he watched, knowing he was 
making her uncomfortable, but enjoying every 
second of it. 

Or maybe he wasn't ee her uncomfort- 
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able, he thought a moment later. She was tak- 
ing a very long time to strip off her clothing and 
her dark eyes threw out a silent challenge. He 
felt himself growing hard long before the last 
silken wisp of fabric drifted to the floor and she 
stood proudly naked before him. 

His gaze swept over her, tracing soft curves 
and gentle swells—including her now swelling 
stomach. He knew that some women thought 
themselves ugly in pregnancy, and that some 
men thought so as well. But he could only see 
her becoming more beautiful as their child grew 
toward birth. 

He put out a hand to her again, and this 
time, she walked over and took it. He stood 
up in the tub and helped her in, then knelt as 
she stood there in the water, and kissed her 
rounded belly. 

Then they both cried out in surprise and 
delight as they felt movement: the brief, small 
awakening of slumbering new life. He looked 
up at her. 

“Have you felt it before?” 

“No, this was the first time,” she smiled. “A 
greeting for you, perhaps.” 

He drew her down into the warm water, 
settling her between his legs with her back 
against his chest. Then he began to lather her, 
using his soaped hands to glide over her neck 
and shoulders before moving on to lavish his 
attention on her full breasts. The nipples hard- 
ened quickly to dusky buttons and he turned 


383 


Saranne Dawson 


her in the circle of his arms to taste them 
and tease them, drawing a low moan from her 
parted lips. 

He lathered her belly, imagining the baby 
in there and wanting it to move again. But it 
didn’t, and he moved lower, sliding his fingers 
between her legs and probing until he elicited 
a sharply indrawn breath from her. 

She squirmed in his arms, unconsciously rub- 
bing up against him and hastening the moment 
when he-would no longer be able to control his 
need for her. 

He loved feeling her writhe and tense, totally 
absorbed for now in her own pleasure. Then 
he pressed against her, teasing her with his 
own driving need, and smiled into the silken 
softness of her hair as she moaned urgently, no 
longer satisfied with the pleasure her own body 
could bring her. 

He lifted her from the water, holding her there 
long enough to circle each rosy crest before 
bringing her down onto him and filling her 
with himself. And he too groaned as her soft 
warmth surrounded him and drew him in. 

She pulled his head down and his lips ground 
against hers as they both moved urgently in a 
frenzy of need, helpless against the demands of 
their bodies, surrendering themselves to that 
all-too-brief moment of complete oneness. 


Much later, as the rest of the keep slumbered, 
Rozlynd told him about her vision of the two of 
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them on the ancient thrones of the Dammai. He 
listened in silence, his body wrapped around 
hers. Then after a moment, he suddenly climbed 
out of bed and drew her with him. 

She stared at him in confusion as he pulled a 
cloak over his nakedness, then handed her one 
as well. “Where are we going?” she asked, sup- 
posing that he must want to go to the tower. 

“To the throne room,” he replied. “I want to 
see if the doors will open.” 

Rozlynd donned her cloak. The rich woolen 
fabric slipped over skin, which was still sensitive 
from his touch. Then she followed him from the 
apartment. His impatience as he forced himself 
to slow down to accommodate her shorter stride 
amused her—as did this late-night excursion. 
Clearly, he needed to prove to himself what she 
already knew. It was a reminder to her that 
however powerful Justan was, his understand- 
ing of the powers contained within the obelisk 
was limited. 

The throne room was in the downstairs pub- 
lic part of the keep, far from their living quar- 
ters. As they hurried down the big staircase and 
swept past startled guards, she wondered what 
the guards would think if they knew their lord 
and his lady were wandering about naked in the 
middle of the night. 

They stopped before the huge doors made of 
ironwood and carved with the ancient runes of 
her people. She herself had no doubts that the 
doors would open for them, but she could see 


385 


Saranne Dawson 


Ketel 


Justan tense as he reached for the ornate golden 
handles. 

He tugged at them and nothing happened, 
so he pulled again with increasing frustration. 
Smiling, she stepped forward and laid her hands 
over his. Immediately, there was a clicking 
sound and the big doors swung inward. 

They stood there in the doorway, hand in 
hand, staring at aroom frozen in time more than 
a hundred years ago. Then they both gasped as 
the darkness was banished by a soft glow that 
came from strange globes with gold bases that 
lined the walls—the same glow they'd both seen 
in the tower. The soft light reflected off walls 
and ceilings embossed with golden runes. 

On a dais at the far end of the huge room stood 
the two thrones she had seen in her vision. They 
walked slowly down the long, deep blue carpet 
that bisected the room and led to the dais, then 
stopped at the double steps that led up to the 
thrones. 

Suddenly, into the silence of the room came 
the sounds of many lythras playing melodies 
that interwove endlessly. The music was so 
faint that Rozlynd wasn’t sure he had heard 
it, and she turned to Justan questioningly. His 
gaze swept the room and he nodded. When he 
turned to her, there were tears glistening in his 
eyes, but a triumphant smile on his face. 

“Now do you believe that Dammai magic has 
touched me as well?” he asked as he drew her 
to him. 
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She smiled. For just a moment, she caught 
a fleeting glimpse of a fourteen-year-old boy 
standing awestruck but determined before the 
obelisk. 

“Of course you've been touched by Dammai | 
magic,” she told him. “The forces in the obelisk 
must have seen in you what I’ve seen. I think 
they have waited all this time, not just for a 
Dammai to appear, but also for Katandi to have 
a lord worthy of their attention. 

“The Dammai had become corrupted by their 
great powers, and they'd also become too remote 
from the people they ruled. Your ancestor, 
Kargan, was not the cruel man I had believed 
him to be. When he killed the Dammai, I believe 
he was acting under the spell of the forces within 
the obelisk—the same forces that took away the 
Dammai power. And, I suppose, the same forces 
that decided to let a few Dammai survive to see 
if they might one day prove worthy of those 
powers again. 

“I also think that the light in the obelisk began 
to glow again not just because I had returned, 
but because we were about to meet. Alone, I 
would not have any power, Justan—and neither 
would you. We were meant from the beginning 
to rule together.” 

He smiled at her and drew her into his arms. “I 
should have understood that long ago. Together, 
we are magic.” 
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Coventry struggled desperately against the con- 
straint of the muscle-corded arm encircling her 
waist. Her fingers clawed at the hand that 
seemed about to crush her jaw in its viselike grip 
as it forced her head back against an unyield- 
ing shoulder. Was there only one of them? The 
coarseness of a man’s abrasive chin scraped her 
temple as her eyes raked the softly lit apart- 
ment searching for his cohort. He was alone. 
Perhaps she’d have a chance. 

Slamming an elbow back into his body, she 
encountered an abdomen of solid granite. Her 
blow didn’t even elicit a grunt. Squirming dog- 
gedly against the strength of his grasp, she drove 
her foot back in the hope of incapacitating a 
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knee, but misjudged and hit a shinbone as solid 
as a tree trunk, succeeding only in hurting her 
own ankle. 

“It might be prudent of you to refrain from 
grinding that charming little backside against 
me, lady.” 

Coventry froze. The husky baritone of his soft- 
ly accented voice emerging on a warm breath 
next to her ear sent shivers down her spine. 
What had he said? 

As the meaning behind his words slowly pen- 
etrated her fear-numbed brain, the reason for 
his comment suddenly became disconcertingly 
apparent. Uttering a panicked moan against his 
palm, she attempted to arch her lower body — 
away from his, but her effort was curtailed by 
the sheer power of the arm banding her waist. 

“If you calm yourself, and promise not to 
scream, I will release you. Agreed?” 

Hastily, Coventry nodded although the con- 
straint of his hand made the movement all but 
imperceptible. 

Slowly, as though doubting the honesty of 
her agreement, he removed his hand from her 
mouth. Apparently encouraged by her docility, 
he loosened his hold on her waist. As soon as she 
felt the constriction of his hold ease, Coventry 
shoved herself away from him and raced across 
the small room, instinctively wanting to put as 
much distance as possible between them. Then, 
crossing her arms over her chest to grip her 
shouiders, she turned to face him. 
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Her mouth opened in wordless surprise. This 
was not one of the men in black. She confronted 
a complete stranger. A sinister-looking strang- 
er, Cloaked in shadow, with a small rectangular 
object directed unwaveringly at her. A stunner! 
She swallowed. 

Dressed in a loose-fitting medium blue shirt, 
its sleeves folded up to his elbows, and dark 
pants that hugged his powerful body like a 
sheath, he stood well over six feet tall. Remem- 
bering that rocklike abdomen, she was certain 
that his body housed not one molecule of fat, yet 
she would not call him lean. She tried to see his 
face, to read an expression there that would help 
her understand the situation she found herself 
in, but the subdued lighting of the apartment 
eclipsed his features. “Increase lighting inten- 
sity, Magna,” she ordered hoarsely. 

The maintenance computer complied in- 
stantly and she almost wished it hadn't. The 
man standing before her radiated menace and 
violence from every pore. Her brain screamed 
danger and shot a bolstering dose of adrenaline 
into her system that had her trembling like a 
hypothermia victim. Fear raced through her 
with each frantic beat of her heart. Yet, despite 
it, the man’s incredible presence engraved itself 
upon her mind. If he were to disappear in the 
next instant, she knew that she would remember 
him the rest of her life. 

Thick black hair, combed straight back, fell in 
shining waves to his shoulders—slightly longer 
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than was fashionable—framing bronze com- | 
plexioned features that would rarely be termed 
handsome. Although possessed of a rugged mag- 
netism, they held little attraction for her. Dark _ 
eyes glittered like obsidian from beneath thick 
ebony brows—one of which curved upward at 
the outer corner due to a small scar that extend- 
ed into the hair at his temple. His nose, straight 
and narrow, definitely possessed some patrician 
aspects, but the intractable set of his square jaw 
negated the influence. 

“Who are you? What are you doing here?” The 
growled query distracted her from her perus- 
al. As the intimation of his words penetrated, 
Coventry was struck momentarily dumb with 
incredulity. 

“Who ... who am J?” Her voice emerged on 
a squeak of surprise. “Who are you?” 

“You are trying my patience.” He emphasized 
his statement with a small but explicit motion 
of the stunner. “Who are you?” 

Coventry gritted her teeth in an attempt 
to control their tendency to chatter before 
responding. “Coventry Pearce. This apartment 
belongs to me . .. me and my brother.” She was 
silently amazed at the evenness of her tone. 
“Now, will you tell me who you are?” 

“Ah,” he responded as black brows winged 
upward, arching over unreadable eyes. A slight 
nod seemed to indicate she had just solved some 
sort of puzzle for him. “Where is Dalton?” 

Coventry's eyes narrowed. Everyone wanted 
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to find Dalton. At least she could answer truth- 
fully. “I haven't the faintest idea. He asked me to 
meet him here.” She eyed the stunner apprehen- 
sively. “Could you please put that thing away? 
I promise I won't hurt you.” The inflammatory 
comment was intentional, designed to prick his 
male vanity, shaming him into lowering the 
weapon. But it didn’t work. He continued to 
stare at her appraisingly. 

Coventry decided to ignore the weapon. “Will 
you please tell me who you are and what you're 
doing here?” She waited but he still didn’t seem 
inclined to respond and she began to get angry. 
Angry at Dalton for getting her into this... 
whatever this was. Angry at this man for fright- 
ening the wits out of her. And angry at herself 
for her distinct lack of courage. 

“Look! Since I don’t remember meeting you 
at the last family reunion, I think you owe me 
an explanation. How exactly did you manage to 
get into a security apartment?” 

“Mmmm.” He gazed intently at the seascape 

mural covering the wall behind her before shift- 
ing his piercing eyes to her, examining her 
from head to toe. Coventry found his scrutiny 
unnerving; the penetrating perceptiveness of his 
look raised gooseflesh on her arms. 
“Would you like a picture for posterity?” 
she asked caustically, without forethought, 
and immediately wished that she’d bitten her 
tongue. 

He grinned, giving her a fleeting glimpse 
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of even, white teeth, totally transforming his — 
appearance. “No, that will not be necessary.” 
The grin disappeared. A small furrow etched 
itself between his brows as he put his hands 
behind his back to tuck the stunner into the 
waistband of his trousers. Then, turning his eyes 
to the floor, he began to pace the small room 
with a smooth, distance-eating stride. His feet, 
shod in thick-soled black boots that laced to his 
knees, were absolutely soundless. He no longer 
seemed inclined to use the stunner. In fact, he 
seemed to be totally ignoring her existence. 

Coventry's fear began to diminish rapidly in 
the face of her increasing outrage at his refus- 
al to communicate. His infernal pacing made 
her edgy. She was scared to death and getting 
angrier by the second. Impatience gripped her. 
“What the hell is the matter with you? Will you 
please tell me who you are and what you're 
doing here?” 

“My name is Rainon...Tiern Rainon. On 
Earth I am called Trace.” The warm breath 
expelled by his quietly spoken words caressed 
Coventry’s face, stirring a tendril of her hair 
to tickle her forehead. “No, I am not from the | 
seventeenth century. I am from Thadonia.” 
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